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PREFACE, 


S£y£RAL of Miss Edge worth's friends 
have^ at various times, urged her to write 
for the stage. Among the rest, Mr. 
Thomas Sheridan invited her, at his fa- 
ther's desire, to write for Drury-rLane. 
He accompanied this invitation with 
such excellent advice and criticism upon 
theatrical compositions, upon the present 
taste of the public, and upon the powers 
of the principal actors, as would have 
been of the highest use to her, had she 
complied with his invitation. 

ThiK application was renewed in Lon- 
don, by the late Mr. Sheridan himself, in 
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such a manner^ as nearly to overcome the 
distrust which Miss Edgeworth felt of her 
talents for such an attempt. She was, 
however^ aware of the wide difference that 
there is between the exhibition of charac- 
ter in a Tale and in a Comedy. In the one, 
there is room for that detail of small cir- 
cumstances^ and for that gradual deve- 
lopemept of sentiments and incident, 
which make us acquainted with the 
persons whose adventures are related, 
and which insensibly interest us in the 
fable. 

On the contrary, in the Comedy, the 
characters must be shewn by strong and 
sudden lights, the sentiments must be 
condensed; and nothing that requires 
slow reflection can be admitted.-r-The 
audience must see, hear, feel, and un- 
derstand at once. Overawed by these 
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considerations^ Miss Edgeworth has de- 
clined to risk a bolder flight. But en- 
couraged by her father, without venturing 
on the stage, she publishes the following 
little Comic Dramas, to feel her way in 
this new career. Her failure in such an 
humble attempt cannot be attended with 
much disgrace, as it is made with real 
humility. 

RICHARD LOVELL EDGEWORTH. 


Edgeworthstoam, 
Firgt of May, 1817. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


MEN. 


MK.CAKVB.,ofBob'.Port {^ itLS! '** ''^ 


O^D Matthew M'Bride . A rich Farmer* 

Philip M'Bride .... His Son. 

C Son qfthe Widow Cathe' 
Randal RooNEY . . . < rineRooney-^a Lover 

I qf Honor M'Bride. 

Mr. Gerald (yBLANSY . . A Distiller, 

Patrick Goxb Clerk to Ger. &Blaney, 


WOMEN. 


Mrs. Carver . . . . . Wife cf Mr. Carver. 

CA fine London WaUing^ 
Miss Bloomsbury • . < tnaid of Mrs, Car" 

i ver^s. 

Mrs. Catherine Roonby, 


[rs. Catherine Roonby, 1 j j^-i^ «-- ,, - 

commonly called Catty t^ pT'^ "'^'^ "^ 
RooNEY .....) Randal Rooney. 

{Daughter of Matthew 
Honor M'Bride . • . •{ M'Bride, and Sister 

I of nUip^ M'Bride. 


A Justices Ci^A<— a Cona^ahle^-^Witnesses'^and two 

Footmen, 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. 

J Cottage. — Honor M'Bride, alone. 

A Table — Breakfast. 

Honor. Phil !— (ca/&)— Phil ! dear I 
come out. 

Phil. (Answers from within.) Wait 
till I draw on my boots ! 

Honor. Oh, I may give it up ! He^s 
full of his ndw boots — and singing, see I 
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EfUer Phil M'Bride (dressed in the height 
of the Irish buck-farmer fashion — singing). 

•' Oh the boy of BalPnaTogue ! 

" Oh the dasher ! oh the rogue ! 
He's the thing ! and he's the pride 
Of town and country, I%il M'Bride— 

*' All the talk of shoe and brogue ! 

*' Oh the boy of Bali'nayo^e !" 

There's a song to^the praise and glory 
of your — of your brother. Honor— and 
who made it, do you think, girl ? 

Honor. Miss Caroline Flaherty, no 
doubt. — But, dear Phil^ I've a favor to 
ask of you. 

Phil. And welcome ! What ?— But 
first, see ! is'nt there an elegant pair of 
boots/ that fits a leg like wax? — There's 
what'll plase Caroline Flaherty, Til en- 
gage. — But what ails you. Honor ?— you 
look as if your own heart was like to 
break. — ^Are not you for the fair to-day ? 
— and why not ? ^ 

Honor. Oh -rasons \-^{A$ide). Now I 
can't speak. 
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Phil. - Speak on^ f6rrmdamb and all 
ear — ^speak up, dear — no fear of the fa- 
tfaer^s coming out, for he's leaving his 
bird (i. e. beard) in the bason, and that's 
a work of- time with him. — Tell all to 
your own Phil. 

Honor. Why then I wont go to the. 
fair — because — better keep myself to 
mjrself, out of the way of meeting them 
that might n't be too plasing to my 
father. 

Phil. And might be too plasing to 
somebody else — Honor M^Bride. 

Honor. Oh Phil, dear ! — ^But only- 
promise me brother, dearest — if you would 
this day meet any of the Rooneys — 
Phil. That means Randal Rooney. 
Honor. No^ it was his mother Catty 
was in my head. 

PhiL A bitterer scould never was ! — • 
nor a bigger lawyer in petticoats, which 
is an abbmination. 

Honor. *Tis not pritty, I grant ; but 
her beart'^ good, if her temper would 
give it fair play. — But will you promise 
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me, Phil, whatever she says— *you won^t 
let her provoke you this day. 

Phil. How in the name of wander 
will I hinder her to give me provocation ; 
and when the spirit of the M^Brides 
is up 

Honor. But don't lift a hand. 

Phil. Against a woman ? — ^no fear- 
not a finger against a woman. 

Honor. But I say not against any 
Itooney, man or woman. — Oh Phil 1 dear^ 
don't let there be any fighting betwixt 
the M^Bride and Rooney factions. 

Phil. And how could I hinder if I 
would ? — the boys will be having a row, 
especially when they get the spirits— and 
all the better. 

Honor. To be drinking ! — ^Oh ! Phil, 
the mischief that drinking does ! 

Phil. Mischief ! — duite and clane the 
contrary — when the shillelah's up, the 
pike's down. — 'Tis when there'd be no 
fights at fairs, and all sober, then there's 
rason to dread mischief. — No man. 
Honor, dare be letting the whiskey into 
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his head, was there any mischief in his 
heart. 

Honor. Well, Phil, you've made . it 
out now cliverly. — So there's most danger 
of mischief when men's sober.-— Is that 
it? 

Phil. Irishmen ? — aye. — For sobriety 
is not the nat'ral state of the craturs, and 
what's not nat'ral is hypocritical, and a 
hypocrite is, and was, and ever will be 
vdY contempt. 

Honor. And mine too. — ^But 

Phil. But here's my hand for you. 
Honor. — ^They call me a bean and a buck, 
a slasher and dasher, and flourishing 
Phil — all that I am -r may be — but there's 
one thing I am not, and will never be— 
and that's a bad brother to you. — ^So 
you have my honor, and here's my oath 
to the back of it. By all the pride of 
man, and all the vanity of woman— where 
will you find a bigger oath ? — happen 
what will, this day, I'll not lift my hand 
against Randal Rooney. 

Honor. Oh thanks ! warm from tlie 

B 3 
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heart. — ^But here's my father — aad where's 
breakfast ? 

PhiL Oh I must be at him for a 
horse — you. Honor, mind and back me. 

Enter Old M'Bride. 

Old M*B. Late I am this fair day all 
along with my beard, that was thicker 
than a hedgehog's. — Breakfast, where ? — 

Honor. Here, father dear — all ready. 

Old M^B. There's a jewel ! always 
supple o' foot. — ^Phil, call to them to 
bring out the horse bastes, while I swal- 
low my breakfast — ^and a good one too. 

PhiL Your horse is all ready standing, 
sir — But that's what I wanted to ax you, 
father— will you be kind enough, sir, to 
shell out for nle the price of a deeccnt 
horse, fit to mount a man like me. 

Old M'B. What ails the baste you 
have under you always. 

PhiL Fit only for the hounds : — not 
to follow, but to feed 'em. 

OldM^B. Hounds ! I don't want you, 
Phil, to be following the hQJunds at-all- 
at*all. v^ 
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Honor. Bat let alone the bounds. 
If you sell your bullocks well in the fair 
to day, father dear, I think you'H be to 
kind to spare Phil the price of a horse. . 

Old M^B. Stand out of o' my way. 
Honor, with that wheedling voice o' 
your own. — I wont — Mind your own af- 
fairs — ^your leaguing again me, and I'll 
engage Randal Rooney's at the bottom 
of all— -and the cement that sticks you 
and Phil so close together. But mind, 
madam Honor, if you give him the 
meeting at the fair the day — 

Honor. Dear father, I'm not going— 
I give up the fair o* purpose, for fear I'd 
see him. 

OldM'B. {Kissing her.) Why then 
you're a piece of an angel. 

Honor. And you'll give my brother 
the horse. 

Old M'B. I won't—when I've said 
I won't—I won't. 

{Buttons his coat, and Exit.) 

PMk Now there's a sample of a fa- 
ther for ye !— 
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OldM^B. {Returning »)'^ And ^ mistress 
, Honor, may be you'd be staying at home 
to— Where's Randal Rooney to be, 
pray, while I'd be from home? 

Honor. ' . Oh father, would you sus- 
pect — 

Old M^B. (Catching her in his arms, 

. and kissing her again and again.) Then 

your a true angel, every inch of you. 

But not a word more in favour of the 

.horse — ^sure.the money for the bullocks 

shall go to your portion, every farthing. 

Honor. There's the thing ! — [Holding 
her father.) I don't wish that. 

Phil. {Stopping her mouth.) Say no 
more. Honor — I'm best pleased so. 

Old M'B. {Aside.) I'll give him the 
horse, but he shan't know it. {Aloud.) 
I won't. — When I say I won't, did I 
ever ? {Exit Old M'Bride.^ 

; ! Phil. Never since the vioxXd stud — to 
do you justice, you are as obstinate *as a 
mule. Not all the bullocks he's carrying 
to the fair the day, nor all the bullocks 
in Ballynavogue joined to 'em, in one 
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teatntj would draw that father o* mine 
one. inch out of his way. 

Honor. {Aside, with a deep sigh.) Oh^ 
then what will I do about Randal ever! 

Phil. As close a fisted father as ever 
had the grip of a guinea ! If the guineas 
"was all for you — wilcome. Honor I But 
that's not it. — ^Pity of a lad o* spirit like 
me to be cramped by such a hunx of a 
father. 

Honor. Oh don't he calling him 
names, Phil — ^stiff he is, more than close 
— and any way, Phil dear, he's the father 
still — and ould consider ! 

Phili He is— rand I'm fond enough 
'.of him too, would he only give me the 
price of a horse. But no matter — spite 
of him I'll have my swing the day, and 
it's I that will tear away with a good 
horse under me and a good whip over 
him in. a capital style, up and down the 
street of Ballynavogue, for you. Miss 
Car'line Flaherty ! — I know who I'll go 
to^ this minute — a man I'll engage will 
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^ lead me the loan of his bay geldtng^-i^and 
that's CouDshiUor Gerald O'Blaney. 

(Going, Honor stops him.) 
Honor. Gerald O'Blaney ! Oh bro- 
ther ! — Mercy ! — ^Don't !— ^ny thing ra- 
ther than that; — 
PhiL (Impatiently.) Why then. Honor ?^ 
Honor. (Aside.) If I *d tell him, there*d 
be mischief. (Aloud.) Only — I wouldn't 
wish you under a compliment to one 
I've no opinion of. 

PhiL Phoo ! — ^you've taken a pre- 
judice — what is there again Counshillor 
O'Blaney. 

Honor. Counshillor I First place, why 
do you. call him counshillor — ^he never 
was a raal counshillor sure — nor jan- 
tleman at all. 

Phil. Oh counshillor by courtesy ! 
He was an attorney once— just as we 
doctor the apotecary. 

Honor. But, Phil, was not there some- 
thing of this man's being dismissed the 
courts for too sharp practice ? 
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Phil. But that was long ago, if it 
ever was. — There's sacrets in all families, 
to be forgotten — ^bad to be raking the 
past. — I never knew you so sharp on a 
neighbor. Honor, before : — What ails ye ? 

Honor. {Sighing.) I caii't tell ye. — 

[Still holding him.) 

Phil. Let me go then ! — ^Nonsense ! 
— the boys of Ballynavogue will be won- 
dering, and Miss Caroline most. 

[Exity singing,) 

'• Oh ! the bays of BaQ'navogue." 

Honor, alone. 

Honor. O Phil ! I could not tell it you ; 
but did you but know how that Gerald 
O'Blaney insulted your shister with his 
vile proposhals, you'd no more ask the 
loan of his horse ! — and I in dread when- 
ever I'd be left in the house alone — that 
that bad man wguld boult in upon me — 
and Randal to find him ! and Randal's like 
gunpowder when his heart's touched ! — 
and if Randal should come by himself , 
worse again! Honor, where would be 
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yoar resolution to forbid him your pre- 
' sence ? Then there's but one way to be 
right, 1*11 lave home entirely. Down, 
proud stomach ! You must go to service. 
Honor M'Bride ! — There^s Mrs. Carver, 
kind-hearted lady, is wanting a girl— 
; she's English, and nice ; may be Fd not 
be good enough-— But I can but try, and 
do my best ; any tiling to plase the fa- 
ther. {Exit Honor.) 


SCENE II. 

O^Blaney*s Counting-House. 

Gerald O'Blaney/afon^ at a Desk covere^t 

with Papers J. 
O^Bla. Of all the employments in life^ 
this eternal balancing of accounts, see- 
saw, is the most sickening of all things, ex* 
cept it would be the taking the inventory 
of your stock, when you're reduced to 
invent the stock itself; — then that's the 
most lowering to a man of all things \ 
But there's one comfort in this distillery 
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business — come what will, a man has 
always proof spirits. 

Enter Pat Coxe« 

Pat. The whole tribe of Connaugbt 
men come^ craving to be ped for the oats» 
counsellor, due since last Serapht* fair. 

O'Bla. Can't be pcd to day, let 'em 
crave never so.-^Tell 'em Monday; and 
give 'em a glass of whiskey round, and 
that will send 'em off contint, in a jerry. 

Pat. I shall — I will — I see. Sir. 

. {Exit Pat Coxe.) 

O'Bla. Asy settled that !— but I hope 
many more duns for oats won't be call- 
ing on me this day, for cash is not to be 
had: — here's bills plinty — long bills, and 
short bills — ^but even the kites which I 
can fly as well as any man, won't raise 
the wind for me now. 

Re-enter Pat. 
Pat. Tim M'Gudriken, Sir, for his 

* Shrovetide. 
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debt---and talks of the sub-8heriff» and 
can't wait. — 

O^Bla. I don't ax him to wait — ^but 
he must take in payment^ since he's in 
such a hurry^ this bill at thirty-one days, 
tell him. 

Pat. I shall tell him so^ plase your 
Honor. (Exit Pat.) 

O'Bla. They have all rendezvous'd 

'- to drive me mad this day ; but the only 

. thing is to keep the head cool.-^Wbat 

^I'm^ dreading bey ant all, is, if that ould 

Matthew M^Bride, who is as restless as 

a ferret when he has lodged money with 

any one, should come this day to take out 

of my hands the two hundred., pounds 

I've got of his — Oh then I might shut up. 

But stay, I'll match him — and I'll match 

myself too— ^that daughter Honor of his 

is a mighty pretty girl to look at, and 

since I can't get her any other way, why 

not ax her in marriage. Her portion is 

to be 

Be'Cnter Pat. 

Pat. The protested note. Sir— with 
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the charge of the protest to the back of 
it> from Mrs. Lorigan ; and her compli- 
ments^ and to know what will she do ? 

O'Bla. What will / do, fitter to ax.— 
My kind compliments to Mrs. Lorigan, 
and I'll call upon her in the course of 
the day, to settle it all. 
Pati I understand. Sir. {Exit Pat.) 
O'Bla. Honor M^Bride's portion will 
be five hundred pounds on the nail — that 
would be no bad hit> and she a good 
clever likely girl.-— I'll pop the question 
this day. 

Re-enter Pat. 

Pat. Corkeran the cooper's bill, as 
long as my arm. 

O'Bla. Oh! don't be bothering me 
any more.— Have you no si use ?— Can't 
you get shut of Corkeran the cooper 
without me ? — Can't ye quarrel with the 
items — tear the bill down the middle if 
necessary, and sind him away with a 
flay (flea) in his ear to make out a proper 
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bill— rwhich I can't see till to-morrow» 
mind. I never pay any man on fair-^day. 

Pat. [Aside.) Nor on any other day. 
[Aloud.) — Corkeran's my cousin, coua- 
sellor, and if convanient, Td be glad you'd 
advance him a pound or two on account? 

O'Bla. 'Tis not convanient, was he 
twenty times* your cousin, Pat.— I can't 
be paying in bits, nor on account — all 
or none. 

Pat. None, then, I may tell him. Sir ? 

O^Bla. You may — ^you must; and 
don't come up for any of 'em any more — 
It's hard if I can't have a minute to talk 
to myself. 

Pat. And its hard if I can't have a 
minute to eat my breakfast too, which I 
have not. [Exit Pat.) 

O'Bla. Where was I — I was popping 
the question to Honor M*Bride. — ^The 
only thing is, whether the girl herself 
wouldn't have an objection : — there's that 
Randal Rooney is a > great bachelor of 
her's, and I doubt she'd meant to prefar 
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him before me, even when I'd purpose 
marriage. — But the families of the Roo- 
neys and M' Brides is at vareance — then 
I must keep 'em so. — I'll keep Catty 
Rooney's spirit up, niyer to consent to 
that match. — Oh 1 if them Rooneys and 
M^Brides were by any chance to make 
it up, I'd be undone— -but against that 
catastrophe, I've a preventative. — Pat 
Coxe ! — Pat Coxe ! where are you, my 
young man ? 

Enter Pat f wiping his mouth). 

Pat. Just swallowing my breakfast. 

O^Bla. Mighty long swallowing you 
are. — Here— -don't be two minutes, till 
; you're at Catty Rooney's, and let me see 
how cliverly you'll execute that confiden- 
tial embassy I trusted you with. — Touch 
Catty up about her ould antient family, 
and all the kings of Ireland she comes 
from. — Blamay her cliverly, and work 
her to a foam against the M'Brides. 

Pat. Niver fear, your honor. — I'll 
tell her the story we agreed on, of Honor 
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M'Bride meeting of Randal Rooney be* 
hind the chapel. 

O'Bla. That will do— don't forget the 
ring :— for I mane to put another on the 
girl's finger if she's agreeable^ and knows 
her own interest. — But that last^s a, pri- 
vate article.— Not a word of that to Cat- 
ty, you understand. 

Pat. Oh ! I understand— and 1*11 en- 
gage I'll compass Catty, tho' she's a 
cunning shaver. 

O'Bla. Cunning !-r-No, — she's only 
hot tempered, and asy managed. 

Pat. Whatever she is, I'll do xny best 
to plase you. — And I expict yoUr honor, 
counsellor, won't forget the promise you 
made me, to ask Mr^ Carver for that lit- 
tie place — that sitiation that would just 
shute me. 

O'Bla. Never fear, never fear. — ^Tiroe 
enough to think of shuting you, when 
you've done my business. {Exit Pat.) 
That will work likebarm^ and ouTd Mat- 
thew, the father, I'll speak to myself gen- 
teelly. — He wilj be proud, I warrant, to 
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match his daughter * with a gentleman 
like me: — ^but what if he should smell a 
rat, and' want to be Iboking into my af- 
fairs. — Oh ! I must get it Isartified pro- 
perly io him before all things, that I'm 
as safe 'as the bank, and I know who 
shall do that for me — my worthy frind, 
that most consequential magistrate, Mr.^ 
Carver, of Bob's Fort, who loves to be 
advising and managing of all men, wo- 
men, and children, for their good ; the 
most tiresome vain proser on earth !-^- 
'Tis he shall advise ould Matihew for tny 
good. — Now Carver thinks he lades the 
whole county, and ten miles rouikd-?--but 
who is it lades him I want to know ? 
Why, Gerald 0*Blaney.— And how ?— 
Why, by a spoonful of the univarsal pa- 
nacea, Jlattery^n the vulgar tongue 
fiummery. (A knock at the door heard. J 
Who's rapping at the street ? — Carver of 
Bob's Fort himself, in all his glory this 
fair day.— See then how he struts and 
swells*' — ^Did ever man, but a pacock, look 
so fond of himself with less rason ? — 


/ 
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But I must be caught deep in accounts^ 
and a balance of thousands to credit. 
(Sits down to his desk, to account books). 
Seven thousand ! three hundred, and two 
pence, f Starting and rising. J Do I see 
Mr. Carver of Bob's Fort?— Oh! the 
honor — 

Carv. Don't stir» pray — ^I beg — I 
request-— I insist.<-^I am by no means 
ceremonious. Sin 

O^Bla. f Bustling and setting tzoo chairs.) 
No, but rd wish to shew respect proper 
to him I consider the first man in the 
county. 

Carv. [Aside.) Man! gentleman, he 
might have said. 

(Mr. Carver sits down and rests hitnseff 

consequentially.J 

O'Sla. Now, Mr. Carver of Bob's 
Fort, you've been over fartiguing your- 
self. — 

Carv. For the public good. I caa*t 
help it, really. . ^^ n ♦ ^ 
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G^Bla. Oh ; but, upon my word and 
honor, it^ top much — there's rason in 
all things. — ^A man of Mr. Carver's fortin 
to be slaving ! — If you were a man in 
business like nie, it would be another 
thing. — I must slave at the desk to keep 
all round. — See, Mr. Carver, see !— Ever 
since the day you advised me to be as 
particulai* as yourself in keeping accounts 
to a farthing, I do, to a fraction, even 
like state accounts, see ! — 

Caro. And I trust you find your 
advantage in it. Sir. — Pray how does the 
distillery business go on ? — 

O'Bla. Swimmingly! ever since that 
time, Mr« Carver, your interest at the 
Castle helped me at the dead lift, and got 
that fine took oflF. — 'Tis to your purtic- 
tion, encouragement, and advice entirely, 
I owe my present unexampled prosperity, 
which you prophesied ; and Mr. Carver's 
prophecies seldom, I may say never, fail 
to be accomplished. 

Cam, I own there is some truth in 
your observation — I confess I have seldom 
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been mistaken or deceived' in my judg- 
ment of man, woman, or child. 

O'Bla. Who can say so much ? — 

Carv. For what reason I don't pre- 
tend to say; but the fact ostensibly ?V, 
that the few persons I direct with my 
advice, are unquestio^ably^^t to prosper 
in this world. 

O^Bla. Mighty apt! — for which ra- 
son I would wish to trouble you for your 
tinprecedently good advice on another 
pint ; if it would not be too great a liberty. 

Carv. No liberty at all, my good 
Gerald — I am always ready to advise — 
only to day certainly, the fair*day of 
Ballynavogue, there are so many calls 
upon me, both in a public and private 
capacity, — so much business of vital im- 
portance ! 

CBla. [Aside.) Vital importance!— 
that is his word, on all occasions. — 
[Aloud.) May be then (oh ! where was my 
head) may be you would not have break- 
fasted all this time, and we've the kittle 
down always in this house [rising). Pat ! 
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« 

— Jack 1 — Mick ! — Jenny ! put the kittle 
down. 

Carv. Sit dowOi — -^it still, my worthy 
iellow. Breakfasted at Bob's Fort, as I 
..Always do. 

^ O^Bla. Bat a bit of cake — a glass of 
wine, to refrish atid refiliiiish nature. 

Caro. Too early--spoa my dinner.— 
But what was I going to say ? — 

0*Bla. {Aside.) Barn me if I know ; 
and I pray all the saints yon may never 
i^coUect. 

Carv. I recollect ! — how many times 
do you think I was stopped on horse- 
back coming up the street of Ballyna- 
▼ogue? — Five times by weights and mea- 
Bares, imperiously calling for reformation 
Sin Thirteen times, upon my veracity, by 
booths, apple-stalls, nuisances, vagabonds, 
and drunken women; pigs without end 
Sir — wanting ringing, and all squealing 
in my ears, while I was settling sixteen 
disputes about tolls and customs. Add to 
ibis, my regular battle every fair«day with 
the crane, which ought to be any where 
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but where it is; and my perpetual dis- 
coveries of fraudulent kegs, and stones in 
the butter ! — Now, Sir, I only ask, can 
you wonder that I wipe my forehead— 
{wiping his forehead) . 

O^Bla. In troth, Mr. Carver, I can- 
not ! — But these are the pains and penal- 
ties of being such a man of consequence 
as you evidently are; — and I that am now 
going to add to your troubles too by 
consulting you about my little pint* 

Carv. A point of law, I dare to say ; 
for people somehow or other have got 
such a prodigious opinion of my law. 
{Takes snufl) 

O'Bla. (Aside.) No coming to the 
pint till he has finished his own pany- 
geric. 

Carv. And I own I cannot absolutely 
turn my back on people. — ^Yet as to poor 
people, I always settle them by telling 
them, it is my principle that law is too 
expensive for the poor. — I tell them, the 
poor have nothing to do with the laws.— • 

O'Bla. Except the penal. 
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Carv. True, the civil is for us, men of 
l^roperty, — and no. man should think of 
going to law without he's qualified. — 
There should be licenses. 

O'Bla. No doubt. — Pinal ties there are 
in plinty; still those who can afford, 
should indulge* — In Ireland it would as 
ill become a gentleman to be any way shy 
of a law-shute, as of a duel. 

Carv, Yet law is expensive. Sir, even 
to me. 

0*Bla. But 'tis the best economy ia 
the end; for when once you have cast or 
nonshuted your man in the courts, 'tis as 
good as winged him in the field. — And 
suppose you don't get sixpence costs, and 
lose your cool hundred by it, still it's a 
great advantage; for you are let alone to 
enjoy your own in pace and quiet ever 
after, which you could not do in this 
county without it.— rBut the love of the law 
has carried me away from my business. 
—The pint I wanted to consult you about 
IS not a pint of law; *tis another matter.. 

Carv. (Looking at his watch.) I must 
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be at Bob's Fort^ to seal mjr despatches for. 
the Castle. — And there's another thing I 
say of myself. 

« 

O'Bla. [Aside.) Remorseless agotist. 

Carv. I don't know how^ the people 
all have got such an idea of my connexions 
at the Castle^ and my influence with 
his Excellency, that I am worried with 
eternal applications. — They expect I can 
make them guagers^ or attorney-generals, 
I believe. — How do they know I write to 
the Castle ? 

O^Bla. Oh ! the post-office tells asy by 
the big sales (seals) to your despatches. 
[Aside) Which I'll engage is all the Cas* 
tie ever rades of them, tho' Carver has 
his Excellency always in his month, God 
help him ! 

Caro. Well, you wanted to consult me, 
Gerald? - 

O'Bla. And you'll give me your ad- 
vice, which will be conclusive, law, and 
every thing to me. — ^You know the 
M^Brides — would they be safe ? 

Carv. Very safe, substantial people. 
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O'Bla. Then here's the thing, Mr. 
Carver: as you recommend them, and as 
they are friends of your*s — I will confess 
to yoii that, thoi^h it might not in pint 
of interest be a very prudent match, I am 
thitiking that Honor M'Bride is such a 
prudent girl, and Mrs. Carver has taken 
her by the hand, so I'd wish to follow 
Mrs. Carver's example for life, in taking 
Honor by the hand for better or worse. 

Carv. In ii)y humble opinion yon can- 
not do better; and I cs^n tell you a secret. 
— Honor will have no contemptible for^^ 
tune in that rank of life. 

O'Bla. Oh, fortune's always con- 
temptible in marriage. 

Carv. Fortune! Sir? — 

O'Bla. {Aside.) Overshot. — [Aloud) 
In comparison with the patronage and 
protection or countenance she'd have 
from you and your family. Sir. 

Carv. That you may depend upon, 
vay good Gerald, as far as we can go; 
but you know we are nothing. 

O'Bla, Oh, I know you're every 
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» ^^ 

thing. — Every thing on earth — parti* 
cularly with ould M'Bride — and you 
know how to speak so well and iloquent^ 
and I'm so tongue-tied and baashful on 
such an occasion. 
- Carv. Well, well, I'll speak for you. 

O'Bla. A thousand thanks down to 
the ground. 

Carv. {Patting him on the back as he 
rises.) My poor Gerald. 

0*Bla. Then I am poor Gerald in point 
of wit I know, but you are too good 
a friend to be calling me poor to ould 
M*Bride — ^you can say what I can't say. 

Carv. Certainly, certainly; and you 
may depend on me. — I shall speak my 
decided opinion; and I fancy M'Bride 
has sense enough to be ruled by you. 
• O'Bla. I'm sure he has — only there's 
a Randal Rooney, a wild young man, in 
the case.— I'd be sorry the girl was 
thrown away upon Randal. 

Carv. She has too much sense — the 
father will settle that, and I'll settle the 
father. (Carver going.) 
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O'Bla. [Following i aside.) And who 
has settled you ? 

Carv. Don't stir — don't stir — ^men of 
business muSt be nailed to a spotr—and 
I'm not ceremonious. [Exit Carver.) 

0\Bla. Pinned him, by all that's 
cliver !^ — [Exit O'Blaney.) 


SCENE iir. 

Mrs. Carver's Dressing Room, 

Mrs. Carver sitting at work. — Bloomsbury 

standing. 

Bloom. Certainly, Ma'am, what I 
always said was, that for the commonalty 
there's no getting out of an Irish cabin a 
girl fit to be about a lady such as you, Mrs, 
Carver, in the shape of a waiting maid or 
waiting maid's assistant, on account they 
smell so of smoke, which is very distress- 
ing; but, this Honor. M'Bride seems a 
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bettermost sort of girU Ma'am ; if you can 
make up your mind to her vice. 

Mrs.Carv. Vice? — 

Blotm. That is, vicious proTZOuncia- 
tions in regard to their Irish brogues. 

Mrs. Can. Is that all ? — I am quite 
accustomed to the accent. 

Bloom. Then, Ma'am, I declare now, 
IVe b^en forced to stuff my hears with 
cotton wool hever since I corned to Ire- 
land.— But this here Honor M^Bride has 
a mighty pretty vicCy if you don't take 
exceptions to a little nationality; — nor 
she is not so smoke-dried — she's really a 
nice tidy looking-like girl considering. 
— I've taken tea with the family often, 
and they live quite snug for Hirish. — I'll 
assure you. Ma'am, quite bettermost 
people for Hibernians, as you always said. 
Ma'am. 

Mrs. Carv. I have a regard for old 
Matthew, tho' he is something of a miser^ 
i fear. 

Bloom. So, Ma'am, shall I call the 
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girl up» that we may see and talk to her ? 
— ^I think Ma'aiQ) you'll find she will do; 
and I reckon to keep her under my own 
eye and advice from morning till night 
— for when I seed the girl so willing to 
larn, I quite tooked a fancy to ber^ I own 
— ^as it were. 

Mrs. Carv. Well, Bloomsbury, let me 
see this Honor M'Bride. 

Bloom. {Calling.) One of yoo th.ere ! 
please call up Honor M'Bride. 

Mrs. Carv. She has been waiting a 
great while, I fear ; I don't like to keep 
people waiting. 

Bloom. {Watching for Honor as she 
speaks.) Dear heart. Ma'am, in this here 
country, people does love waiting for 
waiting's sake, that's sure — they got no- 
thing else to d6 — Oh Honor — walk in, 
Honor — rub your shoes always. 

Enter Honor, timidly. 

Mrs. Carv. {In an encouraging voice.) 
Come in, my good girl. 

Bbom. Oh child, the door ! — the peo- 
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pies never shut a door in Ireland ! Did 
not I warn you ? — says I, " come when 
" you're called— do as youVe bid — ^shat 
** the door after you, and youUl never be 
'• chid" — ^now what did I tell you, child ? 

Honor. To; shut the door after me 
when I'd come into a room. 

Bloom. When Fd come — now that^s 
not dic'snary English. 

Mrs. Carv. Good Bloomsbury, let that 
pass for the present — come a little nearer 
to me, my good girl. 

Honor. Yes, Ma'am. 

Bloom. Take care of the china pyra- 
mint with your cloak — walk on to Mrs. 
Carver — no need to be afraid — I'll stand 
your friend. 

Mrs. Carv. I should have thought 
Honor M^Bride, you were in too com- 
fortable a way at home to think of going 
into service. 

Honor. {Sighs.) No better father, nor 
brother, nor (than) I have. Ma'am, I 
thank your Ladyship ; but some things 
come across. 
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Mrs. Carv. (Aside.) Oh it is a blash- 
ing case I see — I must talk to her alone 
by aii4 by. {Alotid.) I don't mean, my good 
girl, to pry into your family afiairs. 

Honor. Oh Ma'am, you're too good. — * 
(Aside.) the kind*hearted lady — how Hove 
her already. (She wipes the tears from her 
eyes.) 

Bloom. Take care of the bow- pot at 
your elbow, child ; for if you break the 
necks of them moss roses — 

Honor. I ax their pardon. 

Mrs. Carv. Better take the flower-pot 
out of her way, Bloomsbury. 

Bloom. (Moving the flower-pot.) There 
now — but Honor, keep your eyes on my 
lady — never turn your head, and keep 
your hands always afore you, as I shew 
you — ^Ma'am, she'll larn manners in time 
— Lon'on was not built in a day.^ — It 
i'n't ta be expected of she !— 

Mrs^. Carv. It is not to be expected 
indeed that she should, learn every thing 
at once — so one thing at a time, good 
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noo0^biiry-*-aiid ooe person at A time. — 
Leave Honor to me fixr the present. 

Bloom. Certainly, Ma'am ; I beg par- 
don — ^I was only saying — 

Mrs. Carv. Since it is, it seems, neces- 
sary, my good girl, that yon should leave 
home; I am glad that you are not too. 
proud to go into service. 

Honor. Oh into your service. Ma'am ! 
*— I'd be too proud if you'd be kind 
enough to accept me. 

Mrs. Carv. Then as to wages ; what 
do you expect ? 

Honor. Any thing at all you please 
Ma'am. 

Bloom. {Pressing down her shoulder.} My 
lady, always — ^and where's your curtsy ? 
^-^we shall bring these Irish knees into 
training by and by, I hopes. 

Honor. I'm awk'ard and strange. 
Ma'am — I never was from home afore. 

Mrs. Carv. Poor girl — we shall agree 
very well, I hope. 

Honor. Oh yes, any thing at all. 
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Ma'atn — iny teufyy I'm not greedy-— »nor 
needy — (^nks above !-«*bat it's what I'd 
wish to be under your protection if it 
was plasing, and I'll do my very best. 
Madam. {Curtsies.) 

Mrs. Carv. Nobody can expect more, 
and I hope and trust you'll find mine an 
easy place — ^Bloorasbury, you will tell her 
what will be required of her— -(il/r^. Carv. 
looks at her •watch.) At twelve o'clock I 
shall be returned from my walk> and then. 
Honor, you will come into my cabinet 
here, I want to say a few words to you. 

{Exit Mrs. Carver.) 

Honor. Yes, Ma'am, — thank you. 
Ma'am. (Honor /(^Bloomsbury.) Howtt;i7/ 
I know. Miss Bloomsbury, when it will 
be twelve o'clock. 

Bhom. You'll hear the clock strike- 
but I suspect you'se don't understand 
the clock yet — well, you'll bear the work- 
men's bell. 

Honor. I know. Ma'am, oh I know, 
true — only I was flurried, so I forgot. 

Bloom. Flurried ! but never be flur- 
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ried — now mind and keep your bead^ 
upon your shoulders, while I tell you all 
your duty — ^you'll just ready this here 
room, your lady's dressing-room ; not a 
partica/ of dust let me never find, patti^ 
clarly behind the vindor shuts. 

Honor. Vindor shuts ! — where, Ma*am., 

Bloom, The shuts of the vindors — did. 
you never hear of a vindor„ child.. 

Honor. Never, Ma'am ^ 

Bloom. [Pointing to a window.) Don't 
tell me ! — why, you're head is a wool-ga-p 
thering ! — now mind me, pray — see here,- 
always you put that there, — and this here>. 
and that upon, that, — and this upon this,, 
and this under that,^— and that under this 
— you can remember that much, child, I 
supposes ? 

Honor. I'll do my endeavor,. Ma'am,, 
to remember alL. 

Bloom. But,, mind now !. my good 
girl, you takes petticlar care of this 
here pyramint of japanned china — and 
x)ery petticlar care of that there great 
joss — and the very most patticularest^ 
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care of this here right reverend Mando- 
lene. [Pointing to and touching a Manda^ 
rin, so as to make it shake. Honor starts 
back.) 

Bloom. It i'nt alive. Silly child, to start 
at a mandolin shaking his head and beard 
at you. — But, oh ! mercy, if there in't 
enough to make him shake his head. — 
Stand there! — stand here! — now don't 
you see ? 

Honor. Which, Ma'am. 

Bloom. " Which, Ma'am l^* you're 
no witch, indeed, if you don't see a 
Cobweb as long as my arm. Run, run, 
child, for the Pope's head. 

Honor. Pope's head. Ma'am? 

Bloom. Ay, the Pope's head, w'ich 
you'll find under the stairs. — Well, a'nt 
you gone ? what do you stand there, like 
a stuck pig, for? — Never see a Pope's 
bead ? — never 'ear of a Pope's head ? 

Honor. I've heard of one. Ma'am — 
with the priest — ^but we are protestants. 

Bloom. Protestants ! what's that to 
do ? I do protest, I believe, that little 
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head of yours is someway got wrong on 
your shoulders to day. 

{The clock strikes — Honor, ivha i> 
close to ity starts.) 

Bloom. Start again ! — why, you*r^ all 
starts and fits. Never start, child ! so ]g<- 
noramus like I 'tis only the clock in yoqr 
ear, — twelve o*clock, hark ! — ^The bell 
will ring now in a hurry. — Then you goes 
in there to nay lady — stay, you'll never 
be able, I dare for to say, for to open 
the door withoqt me ; for I opine, you 
are not much usen'd to brass locks iq 
Hirish cabins — Can't be expected-^-See 
here then ! You turns the lock in your 
hand this'n ways — ^the bck, mind now ; 
not the keif nor the bolt for your life, 
child, else you'd bolt your lady in, and 
there'd be my lady in lob's pound, and 
there'd be a pretty kettle offish ! — So you 
keep, if you can> all I said to you in 
your head if possible — and you goes in 
there — ^and I goes out here. 

{Exit Bloomsbury.) 

Honor. {Curtsying) Thank ye. Ma'am. 
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Then all this time I'm sensible I've been 
beha?ing and looking little better than 
like a fool, or an innocent. — ^But I hope 
I won't be so bad when the lady shall 
speak to me. {T%e bell rings.) Oh> the 
bell summons me in here.--^{Speaks with 
her hand on the lock of the door.) The 
lock's asy enough — I hope I'll take cou- 
rage — (sighs.) — ^Asier to spake before one 
nor two, any way — and asier tin times to 
the mistress than the maid. 

{Exit Honor.) 


SCENE IV* 

The Highroad — A Cottage in view — Turf- 
stack, Hay -rick, 8(c. 

Catty Rooney alone, walking backwards 

and forwards. 

Catty. 'Tis but a stone's throw to 
Bally navogue. But I don't like to be 
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going into the fair cC-ful {on foot) , when 
I been always used to go in upon my 
pillion behind my husband when living, 
and my son Randal, after his death. — 
Wait, who comes here? — 'Tis Gerald 
O'BIaney's, the distiller's, young man, 
Pat Coxe : now we'll larn all — and whe- 
ther O'Blaney can lend me the loan of a 
horse, or no. — A good morrow to you 
kindly^ Mr. Pat Co^e. 

Enter Pat Coxe. 

Pat. And you the same, Mrs. Roo- 
ney, tinfold. — Mr. O'Blaney has his sar^ 
vices to you. Ma'am. — No not his sar* 
vices, but his compliments, that was the 
word, — ^his kind compliments, that was 
the very word. 

Catty. The counshillor's always very 
kind to me; and genteel. 

Pat. And was up till past two in the 
morning, last night. Madam, he bid me 
say, looking over them papers you left 
with him for you shuit, Ma'am, with 
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-the M^Brides, about the bit of Ballyna- 
scraw bog; and if you call upon the 
counshvllor in the course of the mornings 
he'll find, or make, a minute, for a con- 
sultation, he says. — But mane time, to 
take no step to compromise, or make it 
up, for your life^ Ma'am. 

Catty,' No fear, I'll not give up at 
law, or any way, to a M^Bride, while 
I've a drop of blood in my veins — and 
its good thick Irish blood runs in these 
veins. 

Fat. No doubt. Ma'am — from the 
kings of Ireland, as all the world knows, 
Mrs. Rooney. 

Catty. And the M^Brides have no 
blood at-all-at-alK 

Pat. Not a drop. Ma'am — so they 
can't stand before you. 

Catty. They ought not, any way ! — 
What are they? Cromwellians at the 
best. — Mac ISrides ! — Macks — Scotch ! — 
not Irish native — at-all-at-all.— People 
of yesterday, graziers and mushroons^^ 
(aiushrooms)— which tho' they've made 
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the money, can't buy the blood. — My 
anshestors sat on a throne, when the 
M'Brides had only their hunkers * to sit 
upon ; and if I walk now when they ride, 
they can't look down upon me — for every 
body knows who I am — and what they are. 

Pat. To be sure. Ma'am, they do — 
the whole country talks of nothing else 
but the shame when you'd be walking 
and they riding. 

Catty. Then could the counshillor 
lend me the horse. 

Fat. With all the pleasure in life, 
Ma'am, only every horse he has in the 
world, is out o' messages, and draw- 
ing turf, and one thing or another to day 
^— and he is very sorry. Ma'am. 

Catty. So am I then— -I'm unlucky 
the day.— But I won't be saying so^ for 
fear of spreading ill luck on my faction. 
—Pray now what kind of a fair is it? 
Would there be any good signs of a fight, 
Mr. Pat Coxe ? 


* Their kunken, i. e, their hams. 
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Pat. None in life as yet, Ma'ain,--^ 
only j ust buying and selling. The horse- 
bastes, and horned-cattle, and pigs squeak- 
ing, has it all to themselves. — But its 
early times yet, — it won't be long so. 

Catty. No M'Brides, no Ballynavogue 
boys gathering yet ? 

Pat. Nofne to signify of the M'Brides, 
Ma'am, at all. 

Catty. Then its plain them M^Brides 
dare not be shewing their faces, or even 
their backs, in Ballynavogue. — But sure 
all our Ballynascraw-boys, the Roonies, 
are in it as usual, I hope. 

Pat. Oh, Ma'am, there is plinty of 
Roonies.^— I marked Big Briny of Cloon, 
and Ulick of Eliogarty, and little Char- 
ley of Killaspngbrone. 

Catty. AH good men * — ^no better. — 
Praise be where due. 

Pat. And scarce a Mac Bride I no- 
ticed — But the father and son — ould Mat- 


* Gt>od mm — men who fight well. 
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tbew, and flourishing Phil^ was in it^ 
with a new pair of boots and the siiver- 
hilted whip. 

Catty. The spalpeen ! turned into a 
buckeen^ that would be a squireen^ — 
but can't. 

Pat. Noy for the father pinches him. 

Catty. That's well — ^and that ould 
Matthew is as obstinate a neger as ever 
famished his stomach. — ^What's he doing 
in Ballynavogue the day ? 

Pat. Standing he is there^ in the fair- 
green, with his score of fat bullocks, 
that he has got to sell. . 

Catty. Fat bullocks ! Them, I reckon 
will go towards Honor M'Bride's por- 
tion, and a great fortin she'll be for a 
poor man — but T covet none of it for me 
or mine. 

Pat. Vm sure of that. Ma'am, — ^you 
would not demane yourself to the likes. 

Catty. Mark me, Pat Coxe, now — 
with all them fat bullocks at her back, and 
with all them fresh roses in her cheeks — 
and I don't say but she's a likely girl, if 
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she wa*nt a Mac Bride. — But with all 
tbat^ and if she was the best spinner in 
the three counties^ and I dpnH say but 
she's good> if she wa'at a Mac Bride, — 
but was she the best of the best, and the 
fairest of the fairest, and had she to boot, 
the two stockings fuH of*gouId, Honor 
M^Bride shall never be brought home, 
a daughter-in-law to me. — My pride's 
up! 

Pat. (Aside.) And Fm instructed to 

keep it up. {Abud^ True, for ye; 

Ma'am, and!, wish that all had as 
much proper pride, as ought to be hav- 
ing it. 

Cafiy* There's maning rn your eye, 
Pat' — ^give it tongue. 

Pat. If you did not hear it, I suppose 
there's no truth in it. 

Catty. What?— which?— . 

Pat. That your son Randal, Mrs. 
Rooney, is not of your way of thinking 
about Honor M*Bride, mtiy-be's. 

Catty. Tut! — No matter what way 
of thinking he is — A young slip of a bay 
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like him does not know what he*U think 
to-morrow. — He's a good son to me^^apd 
in regard to a wife» one girl will do bim 
as weli as^aoother^ if ^e has SLjky siQ90-»« 
and ru find him a girl that will plMe 
him» I'll engage. 

Pat. May be so, Ma'am— ^no feap--^ 
*onljr boys do like to be leasing theoip 
selves, bjr times-— and I npticed some* 
thing. 

Catty. What did you notice? — till 
me, Fat, dear, quick. 

Pat. No — 'tis bad to be medklling 
and remarking to get myself ill-will — ^so 
I'll keep myself to myself 5 — ^for Randal's 
ready enough with his hand, as you with 
the tongue, — no offence, Mrs. Bjooney, 
Ma'am. 

Catty. Niver fear — ronly till me the 
truth, Pat, dear. 

Pat. Why thep, to the best of my 
opinion, I seen Honor M^Bride just now^ 
giving Randal Rooney the meeting be- 
hind the chapel ; and I seen him putting 
a ring on her. finger. 
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Catty. {Clasping her hetnds.y^Oh^ 
murder ! — Oh ! the unnat'ral monsters 
thjat love makes of ihese youn^ men ;. and 
the traitor to^ use me so, when he pro* 
mised he'd never make a storn match 
unknown'st to me» 

Pat. Ob> Ma^am, I don?t say--4 
wouldn't swear it's a match — yeb. 

Catiy^ Then I'll run down ^od stop 
* it — and catch 'em. 

Pat. You haven't your jock oti) 
Ma'am — {she turns towards the house)^— 
and its no use — for you won't catch 'em 
— I seen them after, turning the back 
way into Nick Flaherty's. 

CaUy. Nick Flaherty's, the puhli- 
can's ? — oh, the sinners ! — and this is the 
saint, that Honor M'Bride would be pass* 
ing herself upon us for. — And all the 
edication she got at Mrs. Carver's Sun- 
day school. — Oh, this comes of being 
better than one's neighbors — a fine thing 
to tell Mrs. Carver, the* English lady, 
that's so nice and so partial to Miss 

D 2 
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Honor M'Bride.-*-— ^Oh, I'll expose 
her. 

Pdt. Oh sure^ Mrs. Rooney^ yotl 
promised you'd not telL- — {Standing so as 
to stop Catty.) 

Cattijf. ts it who told ine — ^no — t 
won't mintion a sintence of your name. 
— ^But let me by — I won't be put off 
now I've got the scent.-^I'll hunt 'em out, 
and drag her to shame if they're above 
ground ; or itoy name's not Catty Rooney. 
—Mick-'— Mick ! little Mick — {calling at 
ih€ cottage doo?-) — Bring my blue jock ap 
the road after me to Ballynavogue.-— 
Don't let me count three till you're after 

me, or I'll bleed ye! {Exit Catty, 

shaking her closed hand, and repeating) 
I'll expose Honor M^Bride — I'll expose 
Honor ! I will, by the blessing ! 

Pat. {Alone.) Now, if Randal Roo- 
ney would hear, he'd make a jelly of me, 
and how I'd trimble ! or the brother, if 
he comed across me, and knewed. — But 
they'll niver know. — Oh, Catty won't 
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say a sintence of my name^ was she 
carded ! — No^ Catty's a scould^ but has 
a conscience. — ^Then I like conscience 
in them I have to dale with cartainly. 

{Exit.) 


END OF ACT t 
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ACT n. 


SCENE I. 

Gerald O'Blaruy's CourUing»House. 

O'BlanejTj, alone. 

O'Bla. Then I wonder that ould 
Matthew M^Bride is not here yet. — But 
is not this Pat Coxe coming up yonder ? 
Aye. — Well Pat, what success with 
Catty ? 

Enter Pat Coxe, panting. 

Take breath, man alive — What of Catty ? 
Pat. Catty ! Oh, murder ! — No time 
to be talking of Catty, now ! — Sure the 
shuper-vizor's c6me to town. 
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O'Bk, Blood i-^and the malt that 
has not p^id duty in the cdlftr ! B^mt, 
for yo«r life, to the bwk-y ard^ give a whis- 
tle to caU all the boys that's ricking o' 
th^ tatfy away with 'em to the cellar^ 
'IM with eveiy sick* of malt that's in it^ 
through the back-yard, throw all into the 
middle of the turf-stack, and in the wink 
of an eye bttild <&p the rick over al^, snoog 
(snug). 

Pat. Ill engage wleli have itddne 
in a erack. (Exit Pat. ) 

O'Blh. (CaUtng aft^r hm.)^FMl Pat 
Goxe, mani 

Re-enter Pat. 

O'Bla. Would there be any fear of 
any o* the boys iftformin ? 

Pat. Sooner cut their ears off! 

{Exit Pat.) 

Enter Old M* Bride, at the opposite side. 

Old M^B. {Speaking in a slotv^ drawling 
brogue.) Would Mr. Gerald O'BIaney, 
the counsellor, be within i 
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O'Bla. {Quick brogue.) Oh, my best 
friend, Matthew M'Bride, is it you, 
dear ? — then here's Gerald O'Blaney, al- 
ways at your sarvice. But shake hands, 
for of all men in Ireland, you are the 
man I was aching to lay my eyes on. — 
And, in the fair did ye happen to meet 
Carver of Bob's Fort ? 

OULM^B. {Speaking very slowly .) Aye, 
did I^ — and be was a-talking to me, and 
I was a-talking to him — and he's a rery 
good gentleman, Mr. Carver of Bob's Fort 
— ^so : he is — ^and a gentleman that knows 
how things should be ; and he has been 
giving of me, Mr. O'Blaney, a great ac- 
count of you, and how you're thriving in 
'th6 world — ^and so as that. 

O'Bla. Nobody should know that 
better than Mr. Carver of Bob's- Fort — 
he knows all my affairs. — He is an unde- 
niable honest gentleman, for whom I 
profess the highest regard. 

Old M*B. Why then he has a great 
opinion of you too, counsellor — ^for he 
has been advising of, and telling of me. 
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O'Blaney, of your proposhal. Sir — ^and 
very sinsible I ani of ttie Honor done by 
you to our family^ Sir — and condescen- 
sion to the likes of us— tfio' to be sure/ 
Honor M^Bride^ though she is my 
daugfat;er, is a match for any man. 

O'Bla. Is a match * for a prince — a 
Prince Ragent even.— -So no more about 
condescenscion^ my good ^Aatthew, — for 
love livels all distinctions. 

Old M^B. That's very pritty of you, 
to say so. Sir; and I'll repeat it to 
Honor. 

O^Bla. Cupid is the great livelier, after 
all, and the only democrat Daity on 
earth I'd bow to — ^for I know you are no 
democrat, Mr. M'Bride, but quite and 
clane the contrary way. 

Old M^B. Quite and clane and stiff 
— I thank my God, and I'm glad in 
spite of the vowel before your name, Mr 
0*Blaney, to hear you are of the same 
Sidney. 

O'Bla. I'm happy to find myself 
agreeable to yoo, Sir. 

D3 
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Old M'B. But^ however agreeaUe to 
me^ as I won't deny, it might be. Sir, 
to see m J girl made injto a gentiewramanr 
by marriage, I nrasl* obseetre: to you i i- 

G*Bla. And I'll keep her a jauntioi^ 
car to ride about the coiintry-f*and iit 
another year, as my fortnne's risijig, my 
wife should rise with it into a ooaoh of 
her own. 

Old M'B. Oh 1 if I^d live to see my 
child, my Honor, in a coach of her 
own! — I'd be too happy, oh, I'd die 
content. 

O'Bla. {Jside.) N9 fear l—(Akmd.)r— 
And why should iiot she ride in her own 
coach. Mistress Counsellor O'Blaney, and 
look out of the windows down upon the 
Roonies, that have the insolence to look 
up to her. 

(M M'B. Ah ! you know that then. 
— ^That's all that's against us, Sir, in this 
match. 

O'Bla. But if you are against Randal, 
no fear. • 

Old M^B. I am against him-^that is. 
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against his fSeiaiily, and all his seed, breed, 
and. generation. — But I would not break 
my daughter's heart if I could help it. 

O'Bifl. Wheugh! — hearts don't break 
in these days, like china. 

Old M^B. This is my answer, Mr. 
O'Blaney, Sir, — You have my lave, but 
you must have her's too. 

O'Bla. I would not fear to gain that, 
in due time, if you would stand my 
friend in forbidding her. the sight of 
Rarndah 

Old M^B. I will with pleasure, that 
—for tho* I won't force her to marry to 
plase me, I'll forbid her to marry to dis* 
plase me; and when I have said it^ 
whatever it is, I'll be obeyed. — {Strikes 
his stick on the ground.) 

O'Bla. That's all I ax. 

Old M^B. But now what settlement, 
Counshi)lor, will you make on my girl } 

O^Bla. A hundred a year — I wish to 
be liberal — Mr. Carver will see to that — 
he knows all my affairs, as I suppose he 
was telling you. 
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Old M^B. He was — I'm satisfied^ and 
I*m at a word myself always. You heard 
me name my girrs portion^ Sir ? 

0*Bla. I can't say — I didn't mind — 
'Twas no object to me in life. 

Old M^B. [In a very low^mysterious 
tone, and slow brogue.) Then five hundred 
guineas is some object to most min. 

O^Bla. Certainly, Sir — ^but not such an 
object as your daughter to me ;' since we 
are got upon business, however, best settle 
all that out of the way, as you say/ at 
once: Of the five hundred, I have two in 
my hands already, which you can make 
over to me with a stroke of a pen. [Rising 
quickly, and getting pen, ink, and books.) 

Old M*B. [Speaking very stately.) Stay 
a bit — no hurry. In life — in business — 
'tis always most haste, worse speed. 

O^Bla. Take your own time, my good 
Matthew — I'll be as slow as you plase — 
only love's quick. 

Old M^B. Slow and sure — ^love and 
all— fast bind, fast find — three and two, 
what does that make ? 


A DRAMA. 61 

O'Bla. It used to make five before I 
was in ]ove. 

Old M^B: And will the same after 
you're married and dead — what . am I 
thinking of? — a score of bullocks I had 
in the fair — half a score sold in my 
pockety and owing half — that's John Do* 
Ian, twelve pound, tin — ^and Charly Duffy 
nine guineas, and thirteen tin pinnies, 
and a five-penny bit — stay then, put that 
to the hundred guineas in the stocking at 
home. 

0*Bla. {Aside.) How he makes my 
mouth water. (Aloud.) May be, Matthew, 
I could, that am used to it, save you the 
trouble of counting. 

Old M^B. No trouble in life to me 
ever to count my money — only I'll trou- 
ble you. Sir, if you plase, to lock that 
door; bad to be chinking and spreading 
money with doors open, for walls has 
ears and eyes. 

O'Bla. True for you. (Rising, and go* 
ing to lock the. doors. ) 
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{Old Mac Bride with great diffitkltyt 
and very slmoh/, draws out of his 
pocket his bag of: monsy^^tooking 
first at one door, and. then at ike 
other ^ and going to tiy whether th^ 
are locked, before he unties his bag.) 
Old M*B. (Spreads and cou^nls his 
mQi^ and notes.) See me now^ I wrote 
on some scrap somewhere 59/. in notes- 
then hard- casb» twinty pounds — rolled 
up silver and gould^ which is scarce — h^t 
of a hundred pounds^ there's wanting 
fourteen pounds odd, I thittk, or some- 
thing that way — for Phil and I had our 
breakfast out of a one pound note of 
Finlay's, and I put the change some* 
where — besides a ribbon for Honor^ 
which makes a deficiency of fourteen 
pounds, seven shillings and two pence — 
that's what's deficient-*-count it which 
way you will. 

O'Bla. {Goifig to sweep the money off the 
table.) Oh never mind the de.fici<sncy 
— I'll take it for a hundred plump. 
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Old M^B. {Stopping kirn*) Plump m?y 
no plumps — rU have it exacts or not at 
all — I'll not part it, so let me s^e i^ agi^n. 

O^Bla. (4sidCi with a d^ep^ sigh, (flmctst. 
a groan.) Ob ! wh^a I had (ismI Jt in ioy> 
fiat — almost — but 'tis as b^rd to gfit Q|o- 
ney out of this m^n, as blood out pf i» 
turnip ; and Til be lost to-rnigbt witboK^ 
it. 

OldM'B. 'Tis not exact— and I'm^ 
exact — 1*11 put it all up agfdn — {he 
puts it deliberately into the bag again^ 
thrusting the bag inio his pocket)^-^Vll 
make it up at home my own way, and 
sepd it in to you by Phil in an hour's 
tiioe^ for I CQuld nqt sl^p sound witli^.so 
miacb in my hou/se — bad people about— * 
safer with you in town — Mr. Carver says, 
you are as good as the Bank of Ireland — 
there's no going beyond that. [Buttoning 
up his pockets.) — So you may unlock the 
dQors and let me out now — I'll send Phil 
with all to you, and you'll give him a bit 
of a receipt, or a token that would tlo. 

O'Bla. I shall give a receipt by all 
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means — all regular; — short accounts 
make long friends. (Unlocks the door.) 

Old M^B. True Sir, and I'll come in 
and see about the settlements in the 
morning, if Honor \t agreeable. 

O'Bla. I shall make it my business to 
wait upon the young lady myself on the 
wings of love]; — and 1 trust I'll not find 
any remains of Randal Rooney in her 
head. 

Old M*B. Not if I can help it, depend 
on that. [They shake hands.) 

0*Bla. Then fare ye well, father-in- 
law— ^that's meat and drink to me— » 
would'not ye take a glass of wine then ? 

Old M*]S. Not a drop — not. a drop at 
all — with money about me, I must be in 
a hurry home. 

O'Bla. That's true — so best — recom- 
mind me kindly to Miss Honor, and say 
a great dale about my impatience — and 
I'll be expicting Phil, and won't shut up 
till he comes the night. 

Old M'B. No don't— for he'll be with 
you before night- fall. [Exit M'Bride.) 


/ 
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0*Bla.'{CaUing.) Dan 1 open the door 
there — ^Dan ! Joe ! open the door smart 
for Mr. M'Bride. (O'Blaney rubbing his 
hands.) Now I think I may pronounce 
myself made for life— success to my 
parts ! — and here's Pat too ! — twell Pat 
Coxe^ what news of the thing in hand ? 

Enter Pat Coxe. 

Pat. Out of hand clane ! — that job's 
nately done-7-the turf^rick Sir's built up 
Oliver^ with the malt snug in the mid- 
dle of its stomach — so were the shuper- 
vishor a conjurer even, barring he'd dale 
with the ould one, he'd never suspict a 
sentence of it. 

O'Bla. Not he — he's no conjurer — 
many's the dozen tricks I played him 
afore now. 

Pat. But, Counshillor, there'3 the big 
yeshel in the little passage— I got a hint 
from a friend, that the shuper got infor- 
mation of the spirits in that from some 
villain. 


66 LOVE. AND LAW; 

O'Bla. And do you think I ctoa't 
know a trick for that too I 

Pat. No doabv^stilly Coaiishilltor, I'm 
in df^id of my life that that great big 
veshel won't be imptied in a httrry. 

O'Bla. Won't it?— bii* you'H s6ek 
ivill tho' ; and what's inore> them spirits 
will turn into water for the shupervishor. 

Pat. Water! how? 

ffBbi. A83rv-^ihie oald tdii»pit that's 
all the back of the distillery. « 

Pat. I knowk^what of it? 

(yBia. A sacre^pipe I'te '■■ got fis^ 
to the big vesbel, attd the pipe goffismider 
the wail for me into the^ taff^pit^' and m 
sucker I have in the big veshel whit^fr I 
p«H open by a stritsg in a craek^ and 
lets all off all clane into the tftn*pit« 

Pat. That's capital — but the watet ? 

O'Bla. From the pump, another pipe 
— and the gtrlV pumping asy» for she'ft 
to wash to-morrow> and knows nothing 
about it; and so the big veshel she fills 
with water^ wondering what ails the 
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water that it don't come — and I sett^n« 
boy aad another to help her — and the 
pmnp's bewitched, and that's aH= — so 
that's settled; 

Pnt. And cleverly. Oh counsliillor; 
yre are a match* ior the shtiper any day^ 
or night. 

CyBku Eor him and all his tribe, cours-' 
n^ officevB and alL 1*4 desire no better 
qMMTt, than to^ hear the whole pack in fsll 
cry after me^ and I donbiing, and doiib« 
Uag, and • safe at my form* at last. With 
you, Pat, my precious, to drag the herring 
over the ground previous to* the hunt^ 
to distract the soeM, and defy the nose ot 
the dogs. 

Pat. Then I'm prowi to sarve you, 
Cobnsbillor. 

O'Bioi I know youi are, and a very 
honest boy. And what did you do for 
me> with Catty Rooney ? 

Flat. The best.— Oh! its^ I blamfd 
Cutty to the skies, and then egged her on^ 
and aggravated her against the M*Brides, 
till I left her as mad as e'er a one in Bed- 
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lam — ^up to any thing ! and full tilt she's 
off to Flaherty's, the publican, in her blue 
jock — where sheMl not be long afore she 
kicks up a quarrel, I'll engage — ^for she's 
sarching the house for Honor M^Bride^ 
who is not in it-^HAnd giving bad language, 
I warranty to all the M'Bride faction, 
who is in it, drinking^ Oh 1 trust Catty's 
tongue for breeding a riot \ In half an 
hour, ril warrant, you'll have as fine a 
fight in town as ever ye seen or hard. 

0*£la. That'S: iligantly done, Pat« 
But I hope Randal Rooney is in it ? 

Pat. In the thick of it he is, or will 
be.— So I hope your honor did not for- 
git to spake to Mr. Carver about that 
little place for me. 

O-Bla. Forgit ! — Do I forgit my own 
name, do you think ? Sooner forgit that 
then my promises. 

Fat. Oh! I beg your honor's par- 
don — I would not doubt your word ; and 
to make matters sure, and to make Catty 
cockahoop, 1 tould her, and swore to her, 
there was not a M'Bride in the town 
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bot Iwo^ and there's twinty^ more or 
less. 

O^Bla. And when she sees them twiDty, 
liiot*e or less^ what will she think ?«— Why 
would you say* that, she might find you 
out in a lie next minute, Mr. Overdo ? 
'Tis dangerous for a young man to be 
telling more lies than is absolutely re* 
quisite. The lie-superfiuous brings many 
an honest man, and, what's more, many a 
cliver fellow into a scrape — and that's 
yonr great fau't, Pat. 
Pat. Which, Sir? 

O'Bla. 7%flf^Sir. I don't see you often 
now take a glass too much. — But, Pat, I 
hear you often still are too apt to indalge 
in a lie too much. 

Pat. Lie 1 Is it I ?-^Whin upon my 
conscience, I niver to my knowledge, 
tould a lie in my life, since I was born, 
excipt it would be just to skreen a man, 
which is charity, sure, — or to skreen my- 
self, which iis self-defence, sure — and that's 
lawful J or to oblige your honor, by par- 
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ticular desire^ and that can't be helped^ I 
suppose. 

O'Bla. lam not saying agaiaaH tbat 
— ^nly (laying his band on Pat's shoulder as 
bfi is going out J against another tioie^ aU 
I'm warning you^ young man^ is, you'j:e 
too ^pt to think there never can be lying 
enough*— ^Now too mucb of ^ j^ood thai^ 
is, good for nothing. {Exit O^Blaney4 

Pat, alone. 

Pat. There's what you may call the 
divil rebuking sin — and now we talk of 
the like as, I've hard my mudther say, 
that he had need of a long spoon that 
ates wid the divil — ^so I'll look to that in 
time. But who's voice is that I hear 
coming up stairs ? — I don't believe but it's 
Mr;. Carver — only what should bring him 
back again, I wonder now? — Here he is, 
all out of breath, coming. 

Enter Mr. Carver. 
Mr. Carv. Pray, young man, did you 
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happen to see-^ifionting for breath.) Bless 
ine,I Ve ridden so fast back from Bob's Fort. 

Pat. Mjf master. Sir, Mr* 0'9l«^ney, 
i$. it ? — VfiH I ran ? 

Mr. Carp. No, ;»«— 'Stwd still «Hl I 
hiive breatk Wh»t I .want i6> avi^bpycf 
ft letter I dropped some w>here or <>i&er — 
here I think it must have been, when I 
took out my handkerohie^-^ <^Qpy o£ a 
letter to his E^cdl^K^y— of great conae^ 
quence. (Carv.er sits dwm^ and tal^s 
breath.) 

Pat. [Searching about tvith officious 
iiaste.) If it's' above ground I'U find it 
What'a this i^iai old biil. That is not it 
— would it be this, crumpled up.— **.To 
his Excellency the Lord Lieutenant of 
Ireland/' 

Mr. Carv. (Snatching.) No further, for 
your life. 

Pat. Well then I was lucky I found 
it, and proud. 

Mr. Carv. And well you may be, 
young man ; for I can assure you, on this 


72 LOVE AND LAW ; 

letter the fate of Ireland may depend. 
[Smoothing the letter on his knee.) 

Pat. I wouldn't doubt it — when it's a 
letter of your honor's^— I know, your ho- 
nor'lB a great man at the Castle. And plase 
your honour, I take this opportunity of 
tanking your honor, foir the encourage- 
ment I got about that little clerk's place— 
and here's a copy of my hand-writing, 
I'd wish to, shew your honor, to see Fm 
capable-^and a scholard. 

Mr. Carv, Hand- writing! Bless me, 
young man, I have no time to look at year 
band-writing, Sir. With the affairs of 
the nation on my shoulders— ^an you 
possibly think ? — is the boy mad ? — that 
I've time to revise every poor scholar's 
copy-book ? 

Pat. I humbly beg your honor's par- 
don, but it was only becaase I'd wish 
to shew I was not quite so unworthy to be 
tinder (whin you've time,) your honor's 
protection, as promised^ 

Mr. Carv. My protection ?*-— you arc 
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not nnder my protection, Sir^^promis^ 
clerk's plaee^^^I do not conceite what 
yofi are aiming att. Sir. 

Pat. The littie clerk's place, plose 
your honor-^that my muter, Coansheilor 
O'Bktney, toold me h« spdce about to 
your honor, aivl was recommending me 
for to your honor% * 

Mr. Carv. Never^^never heard one 
syilaUe about it, till this moment* 

Pat. Oh murder ! -^but I expect your 
honor's goodness will.— 

Mr. Caro. To make your mind easy, 
I promised to appoint a young man U^ 
that plaee, a week ago> by Councilor 
O'Blaney's special recommendation<.-*-So 
there must be some mistake. 

(Exit Mr. Cwfer.) 

Pat, alone. 

Pat. Mistake ? aye, mistake on pur- 
pose — so he never spoke ! so he lied ! — 
my master that was praching me ! — ^And 
■oh, the dirty lie he tould me ! Now I 
Can't put up. with that, when I was sJ* 

£ 
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most perjuring myself for him at the 
time. Oh if I don't fit bim for thfs! 
And he got the place given to another! — 
then 111 get him as well sarved^ and out of 
this place too — seen-if-I-don't! He is 
cunning enough, but I'm cuter nor he — 
I have him in my power, so I have : 
and I'll give the shupersrishor a sceia^t of 
the malt in the turf-stack — rand a hint 
of the spirits in the tan-pit — and it's I, 
that will like to stand by innocent, and 
see how shrunk O'Blaney's double face 
will look forenenttheshupervishor, when 
all's found out, and not a word left to 
say, but to pay— ruined hand and foot ! 
Then that shall be, and before nightfall.— 
Oh ! one sood turn deserves another— 
in revenge, prompt payment while you 
live ! (Exit.) 
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SCENE II, 

M' Bride's Cottage. 

Matthew M'Bride and Honor. ( Matthew 
zvitha little Table before him^ at Dinner.) 

Old M*B. [Pushing his plate from him. ) 
ril take no more— Pm doT\e--^[he sighs). 

Honor. Then you made but a poor 
dinner, father, after being at the fair, 
aiid up early, and all ! — ^Take this bit 
from my hands^ father dear. 

OldM^B. (Turning away sullenly.) Til 
take nothing from you, Honor, but what 
I got already enough and — too much of- — 
and that's ungratitude. 

Honor. Ungratitude ! Father ! then 
you don't see my heart ! 

Old M^B. I lave that to whoever has 
it. Honor — 'tis enough for me, I see 
what you do — and that's what I go by. 

Honor. Oh me ! and what did I do 
to displase you, father? — (He is obsti- 
nately silent ; after waiting in vain for an 
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answer^ she continues) — I that was think* 
ing to make all happy, {aside) but myself, 
{aloud) by settling to keep out of the 
way of — ^all tliat couM vex you — ^and 
to go to sarvice^ to Mrs. Carver's. I 
thought that wouM plase you, father* 

Old M*B. Is it to lave me. Honor? 
Is it that, yoa thought would plase me. 
Honor ? To lave your father alone in 
his ould age, i^ter all the slaving he 
got and was willing to undergo, whiUt 
ever be had strength, early and late to 
make a little portion for you, Hoaor>-^ 
you that I reckoned upon for the prop 
aftd pride of my ould age— and you ex- 
pect yon'd plase me by laving me. 

Honor. Hear roe just if, pray then, 
father. 

Old M>B. (Shaking her off as she tries 
to caress^ himJ^-^G^Q then, go wh^re you 
will, and demane yourself going intoi 
sarvice, rather tlian stay with me — -go. 

Honor. No, V\l not go.-~I'll stay then 
with you, father dear, — s^y that will plase 
you. 
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Old M^B. fGoiTig on without listening 
to her.) — And all for the love ©f this 
Randal Rooney i Aye^ you may well put 
your two hands before your face; if you'd 
any touch of natural affection at all^ that 
young man would have been the li^t of 
all others you'd ever have thought of 
loving, or liking any wsly. 

Honor. Oh I if I could help it ! 

Old M^B. There it is.— This is the way 
the poor iathers is always to be trated.— 
They to give all^ daughter and all, and get 
nothing at all^ not their choice even of the 
man^the villain that's to rob 'em of aH^^ 
without thanks even; and of all the ptkity 
of bachelors there are in the pari^sli for 
the girl that has money, that daughter 
will go and pick and chuse out the 
very man the father mislikes beyond all 
others, and then its ^^ Oh if I could het[> 
it. /"— Asy talking ! 

Honor. But, dear father, wa$n*t it 
more than talk, what I did ? — Oh, won't 
you listen to me ? 

Old M'B. ril not bear ye j for if you'd 
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a.grain o' spirit in your inane composi- 
tion. Honor, you would take your father's 
part, and not be putting yourself under 
Catty's feet — the bad-tongued woman, 
that hates you,. Honor, like poison. 

Honor. If she does hate me, its all 
through love of her own — « — 

Old M*B. Son — aye — that she thinkt 
too good for. you— for you. Honor 5 you, 
the lily of Lismore — that might command 
the pride of the country. Oh, Honor 
dear^ don't be lessening yourself, but be 
a proud girl as you ought, and my own 
Honor. 

Honor. Oh, when you speak so kind! 

Old M'B. And I beg your pardon, 
if I said a cross word, for I know you'll 
never think of him mpre, and no need to 
lave home at all for his sake. It would 
be a shame in the country, and what 
would Mrs. Carver herself think ? 

Honor. She thinks well of it, then. 

Old M'B. Then whatever she thinks, 

she shan't have my child from me ! — ^tho' 

^she is a very good lady, and a very kind 
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Jady, too. — But see now, Honor — ^liave 
done with love, for its all foolishness 3 and 
w4ien you come to be as ould as I am, 
you'll think so too. The shadows goes 
all one way, till the middle of the day, 
and when that is past, then all the t'other 
way ; and so it is, with love, in life — stay 
till the sun is going down with you. 

Honor. Then it would be too late 
to.be thinking. of loye. 

Old M'B. And too airly now, and 
there's no good time,, for its all folly. 
yil ax you, will {oye set the potatoes ? — 
will Jove make the rent? — or, will love 
give you a jaunting-car ?-—as to my know- 
ledge another of your bachelors would. 

Honor. Oh, dorn't nape him, father. 

Old M'B. Why not— when it's his 
name that would make a lady of you, 
and there'd be a rise in life, and an ho- 
nor to jour fami^y.. 

Honor. Recollect it was he that would 
have dishonored my family, in me, if he 
could. 

Old M'B. But he repints now^ and 
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wliat can a man do, but repint, and offer 
to make honorable restilcktion, and think* 
iDg of marrying, as now. Honor dear; — 
» not that a condescension of hey wbo*» 
a sort of a jantleman. 

Honor. A sort indeed — a bad sort. 

Oid M^B. Why, not jantteman ftanr, 
to be sore. 

Honor. Nor bred. 

OldM'B. Weli, there's many that 
way, neither born nor bred, but that 
dloesi very well in the world ; and think 
what it would be to live in the big shin* 
gled bouse, in Ballynavogue, with him. 

Honor. Vd Tather liye h^re, with yon^ 
father. 

Old M*B. Then I fSiank you kindly, 
daughter, for that, but so would not / 
for you,-''r^nd then the jaunting*car, or a 
eoach, in time, if he could! He has 
made the proposhal for you in form this 
day. 

Honor. And what answer from you, 
father ? 

Old M^B. Don't be looking so pale, — I 
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touid him he bad my cotisint^ if he could 
get yours.-^And, oh ! before yOu speak^ 
Honor dear^ think what it would be up 
and down in Ballynavogue^ and every 
other place in the county^ emisies days 
and aU^ to be mistress Gerald O'Blaney. 

Honor. I couldnH but think rery ill 
oHt^ father; thinking ill, as I do^ of him. 
— ^Father dear, say no more, don't be 
breaking my heart, — 111 never have that 
man — but I'll stay happy with you. 

Old M'B. Why, then, I'll be contint 
with that same; and who wouldn't? — 
If it's what you'd rather stay, and tan 
stay contfnt. Honor dear, I'm only too 
happy. — (Embracing her — then pausing,) 
But for Randal^-^ 

Honor. In what can you fau't him, 
only his being a Rooney ? 

Old M^B. -That's all— but that's 
enough,— I'd sooner me you in your cof- 
fin, — sooner be at your wake to-night, 
than your wedding with a Rooney. —*- 
*T would kill me.— Come, promise me,— ^ 
I'd trust your word — and 'twould make 

£ 3 
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me asy for life, and I'd die asy, if you'd 
promise never to have him. 

Honor. Never till you would consent, 
— ^that's all I can promise. 

Old M'B. Well, that same is a great 
ase to my heart. 

Honor, And to give a little ase to 
mine, father, perhaps you could pro* 
mise — 

OldM'B. What:: ril promise no- 
thing at all — ril promise nothing at 
aU — r|l promise nothing I couldn't per- 
form. 

. Honor. But this you could perform 
asy, dear father;— just hear your owa 
Honor, 

Old M'B. (Aside.) That voice would 
wheedle the bird off the bush — and when 
she*d prefar me to the jaunting car, can 
I but listen to her }'^{Aloud.) Well, 
what ! — if its any thing at all in rason. 

Honor. It is in rason entirely. — Its 

only, that if Catty Rooney's 

Old M'B. [Slopping his ears.) Don't 
name her. 
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Honor. But she might be broqghi to 
rason^ father; and if 3he should be brought^ 
to give up that claim to the bit o'bog of 
yours^ ajnd when all differs betwix' the 
/amilies be made up^ then you would 
con^eQt. 

OldM'B. When Catty Rooney's 
brought tp rason ! Oh ! go shoe the gos- 
lings, dear, — aye you'll get my consint 
then. — Tliere's my hand, I promise you, 
I'll never be called on to perform that. 
Honor, jewel. 

Honor. [Kissing his hand. ) Then that's 
all VA ask — nor will I say one word 
more, but, thank you, father. 

OldM'B. [Putting on his coat.) She's 
a good cratur — sorrow better ! sister or 
daughter. Oh '! I won't forget that she 
f>refarred me to the jaunting car: Phil 
shall carry him a shivil refusal — I'll send 
off the money, the three hundred, by , 
your brother, this minute — that will be 
some comfort to poor O'Blaney. 

[Exit M^Bride.) 

Honor. Is not he a kind father then^ 
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ftfter ittl?— Thftt protnic^ lie gave me 
Idbottt Cdftty, even such ad it ijs^ has ased 
my heart, wander^lly .-^Oh \ it trill idl 
eome right> and they'll all be rasonabl^ 
in time, even Catty Roon^y-^I've gneat 
hope^ and little hope's enough^ even for 
lore to live opou-^but^ hark l-^Thefe's 
my brother Phil c(mi\Ti^.^4 f^oi^e heard 
in the hath^houseJ^-^^Tis 6n}y the cow in 
tile bier.— ^-4 knock heard at the door).-^ 
TSOy '%n a Christian, no cow ever knocked 
so soft. — Stay till I open — Who's in it? 

Randal {Ftom within.) Your own 
Randal-«-K>pen quick. 

Honor. Oh! Randal, is it you !— I 
can't open ttie door at-all-at-all. 
(She holds the door^he pushes it ha^optn.) 

Randal Honor, that I lote more than 
life, tet me in, till I speak one word to 
yon, before you're set against me for 
ever. 

Honor. No danger of tba4r~biit I 
can't let yon in, Randal. 

Randal Creat danger ! — Honor, and 
yoH must»^See yon I iriU, if I die for it. 
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(He advances and she retires behind the 
door, holding it against him. J 

Hmot, Then I Won't see you this 
month again^ if you do. — My hand's 
trcok^ but my heart's strong, Randal. 

Randal. Then my h^trt's w weak as 
a child'l this fninate.**^NeYer fear-^on't 
hold against me, Honor,--«I'li staod where 
I am, since yoii don't trust me^ nor love 
me, — and best so, maybe — I only wanted 
to say three words to you. 

Honor. I ean't hear you now, Randal. 

Randal. Then you'll never bear me 
more.**«*Good by to yon, Honor. 

{He pulls the door to, angrily.) 

Honor. And it's a Wonder as it was 
you didn't meet my father as you came, 
or my brother. 

RandaL (Pushing the door a Utile open 
again). — ^Your brother ! — Ob, Honor ! 
that's what's breaking my beart-^(Ae 
sighs) that's what I wanted to say to 
you, and listen to me.---No fear of your 
father, he's gone down the road — ^I saw 
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him sis I Gome the short cut, but he 
didn't see me. 

Honor. What of my brother? — say, 
end go. 

Randal. Aye, go — for ever, you'U 
bid me, when Tve said. 

HonoT' What ! oh, speak, or Til drop; 
— {She no longer holds the door, but leans 
against a table. — Randal advances^ and 
looks in. 

Randal. Don't be frighted then, dear- 
est — Its nothing in life but a fight at a 
fair. — He's but little hurted. 

Honor. Hurted! — And by who? by 

you is it ? — Then aH's over. (Randal 

•comes quite in — Honor, putting her hand 

before her eyes.) You may come or 

go, for ril never love you more. 

Randal. I expicted as much ! — But 
«he'll faint. 

Honor. I won't faint^ — leave me, Mr. 
Randal. 

Randal. Take this water from me, — 
(holding a cup) — its all I ask. 
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ffanor. No need. — [she sits dawn) — 
But what's this ? — [seeing his hand bound 
up.) 

Randal. A cut only. 
Honor. Bleeding — stop it. — [turning 
from him coldbf.) 

Randal. Then by this blood*^No not 
by this worthless blood of mine— but by 
that dearest blood that fled from your 
cheeks, and this minute is coming back^ 
Honor, I swear.— (Anee/wig^ to her.) 

Honor. Say what you will, or swear, 
I don't hear or heed you. — And my fa- 
ther will come and find you there«--And 
I don't care. 

Randal. I know you don't — and I 
don't care myself what happens me. — 
But as to Phil, its only a cut in the 
head be got, that signifies nothing — ^if 
he was not your brother. — 

Honor. Once lifted your hand against 
him, — all's over. 

Randal. Honor, I did not lift my 
hand against hiniy — but I was in the 
quarrel with his faction. 
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Htniar. Atid ibis jpour promise to me 
not to be in anjr quarrel l-~No^ if my fa- 
ther consented to-morrow, I'd niver have 
you now. ^^ {Rises, and is gowg^^he holds 
her.) 

Randal. Then you're wrong. Honor, 
-^youVe heard all agaimt me— ^now hear 
what's for me. 

Honor. I'll hear no more,— let me 

go- 

Randal. Go theft, — {he kts her go^ 
and turns dtvay himself.) — ^and I'm going 
before Mr. Carver, who will hear me, and 
the truth will appear-^and tho' not from 
you. Honor, I'll have justice. 

(Ejiit Randal.) 

Honor. Justice! Oh, worse and 
Worse ! to make all public-^and, if once 
we go to law, there's an end of love*-;/Sir 
ever. {Exit Honor.) 
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SCENE III. 

G'Blaneg^s House. 
O'BlaMj and Catty Roonejr. 

Catty. And didn't ye bear it, Couti^ 
flhillor ? the uproar in the tawn and the 
riot? — oh! you'd think the world was 
throwing out at windows. — See my jock, 
all tattered !-^Didn't ye bear ? 

O^Bla. How could I hear, backward)^, 
a9 y^ see, from the street, and given up 
to my business ? 

Catty. Business ! oh ! here is a line 
bttsiness-^tbe M^Brides have driven all 
beliMre them, and chased the Roonies out 
of BallynaE?ogue«-~( Jn a tone (f deep dfe* 
spair) — Oh r Catty Rooney ! that ever 
you'd live to sde this day ! 

0'3la. Then take this glass {offering 
a glass of whiskey) to comfort your heart, 
ii»y good Mrs. Rooney. 

Catty. No, thank you, Counshillor, 
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its past that even 1 ogh ! ogh ! — oh 1 wir- 
raslrew ! — oh ! wirrastrew, ogh ! — [After 
tvringing her hands, and yielding to a burst 
qf sorrow and loailing^ she stands up Jtrm* 
fy.) — Now I've ased my heart, I'll do; 
Tve spirit enough left in me yet, you'll 
see — and Til tell you what I came to you 
for. Counsellor. 

O'Bla. Tell me first, is Randal Roc- 
ney in it, and is he hurt ? 

Catty. He was in it — he's not hurt, 
more shame for him,— But, howsomever, 
he bet one boy handsomely, that's my 
only comfort. Our faction's all going full 
drive to swear examinations, and get jus* 
tice. 

O'Bla. Very proper! — very proper, 
swear examinations, that's the course, 
and only satisfaction in these cases to get 
justice. 

Catty. Justice ! — revenge sure — Oh ! 
revenge is sweet, and I'll have it. — 
Counsellor dear, I never went before 
Mr. Carver — you know him. Sir, — what 
sort is bo ? 
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O^Bla. A mighty good sort of gen- 
tteman*— only mighty tiresome. 

Catty. , Aye that's what 1 hard — that 
he is mighty fond of talking to people 
for their goodv Now that's what I dread^ 
for I can't stand being talked to for my 
good. 

O'Bla. 'Tis little use, I confess. We 
Irish is wonderful soon tired of goodness, 
if there's no spice of fun along with it,— : 
and poor Carver's soft, — and between you 
and I, he's a little bothered,^— but Mrs* 
Rooney, you won't repate? 

Catty. Repate ! — I — ^ I'm neither 
watch nor repater — I scorn both — ^And 
between you and I, since you say so, 
Counshillor — that's my chiefest objection 
to Carver, whom I wouldn't know from 
Adam, except by reputation. — But its 
the report of the country, that he has 
common informers in his pay and favor'; 
now that's mane, and I don't like it. 

O'Bla. Nor I, Mrs. Rooney. I had 
experience of informers in the distillery 
Jine once. — The worst varmin that is ever 
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encouraged in any house er country. — 
The very mintion of theitt makes me 
creep all over still. 

Catty. Then 'tis Carver, they say, 
that has the oil of Rhodium for them ; 
for they follow and fawn on him, like 
rats on the rat-catcher — of all sorts and 
sizes, he has *em. They say, he sets 
them over, and after, one another ; and 
has iations of them that he lets out oa 
the craturs' cabins, to larn how many 
grains of salt every man takes with his 
little prates, and bring informatiiDn if a 
straw would be stirring. 

O'Bla. Aye, and if it would, theti its 
Carver that would quake like the aspin 
leaf— I know that.— Its no malice at all in 
him I only just he*s a miglity great pol* 
troon. 

Catly. Is that all? then Td pity and 
iaugt) at hiro, and I qo to him preferably 
to any other magistrate* 

O'Bla. You may, Mrs. Rooney— 'for 
it's Jn terror of his life he lives, continually 
draming day atid night, and croaking 
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of carders and thra3hers, and oak boys^ 
and white boys, and peep-o*-day boy9, 
and united boys, and ribbon-meik, and 
men and boys of all sorts that have, and 
that have not been up and down the 
coontry since the rebellion. 

Cattji. The poor crater 1 — But in case 
he'd prove refractory, and would not take 
my examinations,*^ can't I persecute my 
sfaiite again the M< Brides for the bit of 
the bog of Bally nascraw, Counshillor ?-•-* 
Can't I harash 'em at law ? 

O'Bla. You can, Ma'am^ harash them 
properly. — I've looked over your papers, 
and I'm happy to tell you, you may g<y on 
at law as soon and as long as you plase» 

Catty. {Speaking very rapidly.) Bless 
you for that word. Counsellor ; and by 
the first light to-morrow, I'll drive all 
the grazing cattle, every four-footed 
baasty o£f the land, and pound 'em in Bel* 
lynavogue; and if they replevy, why I'll 
distrain again, if it be forty times, I will 
go. I'll go^on distraining, and I'll ad- 
vertise» and I'll cant, and I'll sell the 
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distress at the end of the eight days. — 
And if they dare for to go for to put a 
plough in that bit of reclaimed bog, HI 
come down upon 'em with an injunc- 
tion, and I would not value the expinse 
of bringing down a record a pin's pint; 
and if that went again me, I'd remove 
it to the courts above and wilcome; and 
after that, I'd go into equity, and if the 
Chancillor would not be my friend^ I'd 
take it over to the House of Lords in 
London, so I would as soon as look at 
'em, for Pd wear my feet to the knees 
for justice, — so I would. 
• O'Bla. That you would — ^you're an 
elegant lawyer, Mrs. Rooney ; but have 
you the sinews of war ? 

Catty. Is it money,- dear? — I have, 
and while ever I've one shilling to throw 
down to ould Matthew M^ Bride's guinea, 
I'll go on ; and every guinea he parts, 
will twinge his vitals; so I'll keep on 
while ever I've a fiv'-pinny bit, to rub 
bn another — for my spirit is up. 

O'Bla. Aye, aye, so you say — -Catty, 


A DRAMA. 95 

my dear, your back's asy up,. but its asy 
down again. 

Catty. Not when I've been trod on 
as now. Counsellor, its then I'd turn and 
fly at a body, gentle or simple, like 
mad. 

O'Bla. Well done. Catty, (patting her 
on the back). There's, my o\Vn pet mad 
cat — -and there's a legal venom in her 
claws, that every scratch they'll give shall 
fester so, no plaister in law can heal it. , 

Catty. Oh, Counshillor, now, if you 
wouldn't be flattering a wake woman. 

O'Bla, Wake womaa! — not a bit of 
woman's wakeness in ye. — ^Oh, my cat- 
o'-cats I'— Let any man throw her from 
him, which way he will, she's on. her 
legs, and at him again, tooth and claw. 

Catty. With nine lives, renewable for 
ever. [Exit Catty.) 

0*Bla. {Alone,) There's a demon in 
woman's forni set to work for me ! — Oh, 
this works well — and no fear that the 
Roonies and M'Brides should ever come 
to an understanding to cut me out. — 
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Young Mr. Baindal Rooney^ my humble 
compliments to you, and I hope you'll 
become tlie willow wbtcb you'll soon 
have to vrear for Miss Honor M'Bride'a 
pretty sake. But I wonder the brother 
a'n't come up yet with the rist of her 
fortune. {Calls behind the ^ce»cy.)— — 
Mick? Jack? Jenny?— -where'a Pat??-— — 
Then why don't you know ?*— -Run down 
a piece of the road towards Ballyna«- 
scraw.-~See would you see any body 
coming,-«-^«and bring me word wojaki yon 
see Phil M^Bride, you know flourishing 
Phil.— ^Now I'm prepared every way 
for the shupervishor, only I wish lo have 
something genteeL in my &t for him, 
and a show of cash flying about«««t»otbing 
like it^ to dazale the eyes» 

{Exit O'Blaney.) 


END OF ACT IT 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. 

An Apartment in Mr. Carver's House — 
Mr. Carver seated — a t^ible, pens, ink, 
paper, and latv-books^-^A clerk, pen in 
hand. — On the right-hand side of Mr. 
Carver, stands Afrs. Catty Rooney. — 
Randal Rooney beside her," leaning 
against a pillar, his arms Jblded.-^Be* 
hind Mrs. Rooney, three men, one re- 
markabbf tall, one* remarkably little. — 
On the left-hand qf Mr* Carver — stand 
Old Matthew M^Bride, leaning on his 
sticks beside him, Philip M*Bride, mth 

his silver-hilled whip in his hand.— --^^4 
Constable at some distance behind Mr. 
Carver's chair. -^ Mr. Carver looking 
ever and placing his books, and seeming 
to speak to his clerk. 

F 
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Catty. [Aside to her son.) ScE III take 
it asy, and be very shivei and sweet wid 
him, till ril lee which side he'li lane, 
and how it will go with us, Roonies. — 
(Mr. Carver risings leans forward with 
both his hands on the table^ as if going to 
speak, looks round, and clears his throat 

loudly.) Will I spake now, ptase your 

honor ? 

' Old M^JB. Daccncy, when you see 
his honor preparitiig his throat.— •—(^r. 
Carver chars his throat again.) ~ 

Catty, {curtsying between each sen- 
tence.) Then I ixpect his honor will do 
nie justice.'— I got a great character of 
his h6nor.«^rd sooner come before your 
honor, than any jantleman in alt Ireland 
— Ptn sure your honor will stand my 
yrwirf.-— — -{CBerAr cries, silence !) 

Mr. Carv. Misguided peopfe of Bat- 
lynavogue and Ballynascraw 

At the instant Carver pronounces the 
word Bally navogue. Catty curtsies^ 
and all the Roonies^ behind her, bow, 
and answer — 




" Here, plase year honor." 
And when Mr. Carver sdys'y Ball j^nascra \v, 

aU the M'Brides bow, and reply — \ 

*• Here^ pla$e you lienor." 

Mr. GartK {(Speakit^ mitk pomposity^ hut 
emharrassmfiidi tmd clearing his throat 
/regtientfy.)'^When I conrider and look 
nnnA ine^ gentlemeoy and wbenf I look 
routid me and consider^ faour Idng H period 
of time I have had the honor to bear his 
Majesty -8 commission of the peace for 
this connty. 

Catty k (Curtsying.) Vour honorV a 
good warrant, no doubt. 

Mr. Carv. Hem !— -hem I— -ahio being 
a residentiary gentleman, at Bob's Fort — 
hem ! — ^hem ! — hero \-^^[CoifghSj and blows 
his nose.) 

Catty. (Aside to her son.) Choaking 
the cratur is, with the words he can't 
get o\xt.'^{Aloud.) WiH I spake now, 
plase your honor ? 

Clerk, {prie^ Silence ! silence ! 

Mr. Carv. And when I consider all the 
ineffectual attempts, I have made by 

f2 
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eloquence and otherwise, to mpralize and 
civilize you^ gentlenieQ, and to eradicate 
all your heterogeneous or/re]>eUious pas- 
sions. . ' 

Catty, Not a x^\i^ vgog^, or bad, 
among us^ plas^ your honor.* 

Clerk. $i)eDQ6 1 

jifr; Can^ I say, my good people of 
Ballynavogue an^ BallynasccaWy I staad 
here really in unspeakable concera and 
astonishmenti t^ iH>tice at this fair tinie 
in my barony, these symptoms of a riot^ 
gentlem«q> aodfeaAuresof a;tumult« . 

Catty. True, your honor^ see-r-scarce 
a symptom of a fature lift A^i.ti^e face 
here of iittte Charley of Killagp^brpnei; 
with the beating he got from. them 
M^Brides, who bred, the riot, entirely 
under Fiqurishing Phil, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. [Tunning to Phil M*Bride.) 
Mr. Philip M'Bride, son of old Matthew, 
quite a substantial maDj— I am really 
concerned, Philip, to see you, whom I 
looked upon as a sort of, I had almost 
jiaid, gentleman. 
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Catty. . Gentleman I wh&t sort ? . Is it 
because of the i)^w topped boots^ or by 
-virtue of the silyer-topped whip, and the 
bit of a red rag tied about ihe troat^ 
(throat}.'-r.Tbeii a gentleman's asy made 
now-a*d.ays, ; . 

Young M^B. . :It seems 'tis not so asy 
any way nojW^a-days, to ma^e a gentle- 
woman, Mrs. Rponey* 

Catty. {Springing forward angrt^tf.)--^ 
At)d ii; it nie jon, m^oe, young man ^ 
, jRimda/t Qh < miother, dear, don't be' 
aggravating. > ; 

Mr* Carv. Clerk, why don't^ yc>u maid* 
tain silence? 

Catfyi (Pressing befpre her son.) — 
Stand bftpk then, Randal Rooney, don't 
you hear wfcnc^ — don't be brawling before 
his honor. Go back wid yourself to your 
pillar, or post, and fould your arms, and 
stand like a fool that's in love, asyou^are* 
*-• — 1 beg yoitr honor's pardon, but he's 
my son, and I can't help it.- But 
about our examinations, plase your honor, 
we're all come to swear*— here's myself, 
and little Charley of Killaspugbrone, and 
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big Briny of Cloone^ an^ Ulick of Elio- 
garty — BtH ready to sweah 

Mr. Carv. But bare these gentlenieii 
no tdngu^s of tlieir owd» Madum ? ' 

Catty. No, pltee foW honor, little 
Charley has no English tongue, be has 
none^but the naAive Irish. ^ 

Mf.. Curvl Clerk, tomke o«it tbcrir exa- 
minations, with a trandation iand inter- 
preter for KiltaspugbroM. 

Catty. Ptase y ottr hondr^ f being the 
lady, expiated I'd get taMre id swttir^rst. 

Mr. Can. And what would^u sweMTt 
Madam, if you got4eciYe, pray ?«^^ oiiire- 
fill now. 

Catty, ril tell yoo how it wiik eut 
o' the face, plase year hdhor.^~Tfae 
whole Rooney faction— — 

Mr. Carv. Faction /-^No such word in 
my presence. Madam. 

Catty. Oh, bat I*m ready to swear 
to it, plase your honor, in or out of the 
presence,^ — ^the whole Rooney faction, 
every Rooaey, big or little, thslt was ii| 
it, was bet, and banished the town and 
fair of Ballynavogue, for no rason in 
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life^ by them M^Qr ides tfoerej them scum 

« « 

o' the earth. 

Mr. Carv. Gently^ geqtiy, nay good 
lady, no such thing in my presence, as 
scum o' the earth. 

Catty. Well, Scotcbilien, if yoqr ho- 
nor prefars. — But before a Scotchman^ 
myself would prefar tbs pooi^st sp^ljpeen 
rr-barring it be Phil, the, bucijLeenT-^( IL| 
pardopf {vwtsying)r-^\t a backMn's the 
more honorable, 

Mr. Carv. Jtrelev^nl^ in totp, Ma<ld>in ; 
JS&c buck^ens afid spalpeens are maaners 

• • • iT 

or species of men, unkpoif^n to, prpot 
cogniisable by tte eye of theiaw. Agajnst 
them, therefore, you capnot swear— *but 
if you have s^ny thing, agarnst Philip 
M'Bride. 

Cattjf^ 0|), I have.plinty, and wilt 
swear, plase your honor^ that hefHit me 
in bodily fear, jii|d tore my j<>ck, jny 
hUitjock^ to tatters. .Oh, by the virtue 
of this book, [snatching ufi a book) — and 
all the books that ever were i^h^t or 
opened, Til swear to the daipage of five 
poiitids, be the sanie more or less.. . 
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Mr. Carv. My good lady, more or less, 
will never do. 

Catty. Forty shillings, any Way, I'll 
iiWear to; and that's a felony, your ho* 
nor, I hope ? 

Mr. Carv. Take time, and consult 
your conscience conscientiously, nay good 

lady, while I swear these other men. 

{She examines the coat, holding it up to 
view.— Mr. Carver beckons to the Booney 
party.) 

Mr.Carv. Beaten men! come forward. 

Big Briny. Not beaten, plase your 
honor, only bet. 

Ulick of Eliogarty. Only black eyes^ 
plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. You, Mr. Charley, or Charles 
Rooney, of Killaspugbrone ; you have 
read these examinations, and are you 
scrupulously ready to swear i 

Catty. He is, and tviU, plase your 
honor, only he's the boy that has got no 
£nglish tongue. 

Mr. Carv. I wish you had none. Ma- 
dam,— ha! ha! hBLl-^^The two WBrides 
laugh'^^the Roonies look grave.) You, 
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Ulick Roo»^y, of Eliogart}^^ are ih^se 
yoor Qxamifintfons ? 

Catfy. He cwciltmv\ie^ nor rade writ* 
iDg from his cradle^ plase you?' honor ^ 
but can make his mark^ pqysil toaaother^ 
Sir. — It has been read to hhii any. way. 
Sir, plase your honor. 3: » 

Mr. Carv* And yen. Sir, who style 
yourself big Briny of Cloon — ^you think 
yourself a great man, I suppose? 

Catty. Its what many does^ that haf 
got less rason, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. Understand, my honest 
friend, that. there is a vast diiferencQ be- 
tween looking big and being great. 

Big Briny. I see — I know, your honon 

Mr. Carv. Now, gentlemen, all of you, 
before I hand you the book to swear these 
examinations, there is one thing, of which 
I must warn and apprise you,-— that I ao^ 
most remarkably clear sighted: cbnse* 
queptly there can be no thumb- kissing 
with me, gentlemen. 

Big Briny. We'll not ax it, plase your 

• •• F3< • , 
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Catljf. No RooD6y> living or dead, 
was ever guilty, or tra:ed with the like. 
[Aside to her son.) Oh, they'll swear ili- 
gant —We'll flog the world I and have it 
aD our own way-~oh, t knew we'd get 
jiuttice*— or I'd know why. 

Clerk. Here's the book, sir, to swear 
Gomplainants.-^( Afr. Carver comes for- 
ward.) 

Mr. Carv. Wait ! — wait, I must hear 
both sides. 

Catty. Both sides! oh, plase your ho- 
nors—only bother you ! 

Mr. Carv. Madafti, it is my daty 
to have ears for all men— Mr. Philip, 
now for your defence. 

Catty. He has none in nature, plase 
your honor. 

Mr. Carv. Madam, you have had my 
ear long enough, be silent, at your peril. 

Catty. Ogh !— ogh !— silent ! 

[She ' groans piteously) 

Mr. Carp. Sir, your defence, without 
any preamble or preambulatibn. 

Phil. I've no defence to make, plase 
your honor, but that Vm innocent. 
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Mr. Carv. {Shaking his head.) The 
worst defence in lavir, my good friend> 
unless you've witnesses. 

Phil. All present that time in the fair^ 
was too busy fighting for themselves^ to 
witness for me^ that I was not ; except 
I'd call upon one that would clear me 
entirely, which is that there young man 
on the opposite side, \ 

Catty. Oh, the impudent felIow.-r— Is 
it my son ? 

Old M'B. Is it itand^l Rooney ?~ 
Why Phil, are you turned innocent. 

Phil. I am not, father, at all.—- -But 
with your lave, I call on Randa) Rooney^ 
for he is an undeniable honorable man, 
— I refer all to his evidence. 

Randal. Thank you, Phil.— I'll wit- 
ness the truth on whatever side. 

Catty. {Rushes in between them^ ex- 
claiming^ in a tremendous to»e.)^^If you 
do — Catty Hooney's curse be upon 

RandaL {Slops her mouthy and strug- 
gles to hold his mother buck.) Oh^ mother* 
jou couldn't curse* 
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All the Roonies get about heVy and ex* 
claim. Oh, Catty, your son — you could- 
fCt curse ! 

Mr. Carv. Silence, and let me be heard. 
•—Leave this lady to me, I know how to 
manage these feminine vixens. — Mrs. Ca- 
therine Rooney, listen to me — you are a 
reasonable woman. 

Catty. I am not, nor don't pretend 
to it, plase your honor. 

Mr. Carv. But you can hear reason. 
Madam, I presume, from the voice of au- 
thority. 

Catty. No, plase your honor — Pro 
deaf, stone deaf. 

Mr. Carv. No trifling with me. Ma- 
dam, give me leave to advise you a little 
for your good. 

Catty. Plase your honor, its of no 
use — from a child up I never could stand 
to be advised for my good. See, I'd get 
hot and hotter, plase your honor, till I'd 
bounce ! — I'd fly }•— I'd burst I— and my* 
IseTf does liot know what mischief I 
mightn't do. 
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Mr. Can. Constablel take charge of 
this cursing aad cursed womaUy who haft 
not respect fof man or magistrate. Away 
with her out of my presence. — I commit 
her for a contempt. 

Randal. {Eagerb/.) Oh! plase your 
honor/ 1 beg your honor's pardon for 
her — my mother— entirely* Whin she is 
in her rason^ she has the greatest respect 
for the whole Bench » and your honor 
above all. — ^Oh ! your honor, be plasing 
this once ! — Excuse her> and I'll go bail 
for her, she won't say another word, till 
she'd get the nod from your honor. 

Mr. Carv. . On that condition only, I 
am willing to pass over the past.*^Fall 
back, constable. 

Catty. {Aside.) Why then, . GerftW 
O'Blaney misled me. — ^Tbis Carver is a 
fduterer of the Scotch. — Bad luck to 
every bone in ,his body ! — [As,Q^\Xy sHjis 
thisy her son dr<ms her back^ and tries to 
pacify her.) 

Mr. Carv. Is she muttering, const»blej? 

RandaL Not:a\irord, plase y<>U)rvho- 
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nor, only jost telling herself to be quite 
(qoiet).— Ob^ mother, demrest, 1*11 kneel 
to plase you. 

Catty. Ktieel ! oh, to an ould woman 
like me — no standing that ! So here, on 
my hnnkers-I am, for your sake, Randal, 
and not a word, good or bad ! — Can wo- 
man do more ^—{She sits with her fifgcrs 
mi her lips.) 

Mr. Carv. Now for your defence, 
Philip« — be short, for mercy's sake I— 
(putting out Ms tMtchJ 

Phil. Not to be detaining your honor 
too long. — I was in Ballynavogue this 
forenoon, and wHs just — that ts. Miss 
Car'ltne Flaherty was just-^ 

Mr. Carv. Miss Caroline Flaherty! 
what in nature, can she har^ to do with 
the business? 

Phil: Only axing me. Sir, she was, to 
play the flageolets, which was the rason 
I wM sitting at Flaherty's* 

Mr. Carv. Address yourself to the 
court, young man* 

PhU. . Sittin^^ at Flaherty's-A-taking t0 
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(tea)-«in the parlor, with the door epen^ 
and all the M'Brides trhich .was 19 ii was 
in the room mthaut, (in the. oator room) 
taking a toomfolcir a. punch I trated 'em 
to — ^but not drinkiog*--not a man out 0* 
the xoay — ^sober as jidges (judgesj^^when 
in comes that gentlewoman. — {Pointing to 
Mrs. Rooney. — Randal gy'oans.) — ^Never 
fear, Randal, I'll tell it as soil as I can. 

OldM'B. Soft, why?— Mighty soft 
cratur ever since he was born, plase your 
honor, tho' he's my son. 

Mr. Carv. {Putting hisjingcr on his 
lips. ) Friend Matthew, no reflections in a 
court of justice ever. Go on, Philip. 

Phil. So some one having tould Mrs. 
Rooney lies, as Tm confident. Sir,— -forshe 
come in quite mad^ and abused my sister 
Honor ; accusing her, before all, of ,bdng 
sitting and giving her company to Ran* 
dal Rooney, at Flltherty's, drinkiiarg, and 
something about a ring, and a meeting 
behind the chapel, which I couldn't uii* 
^rstand ;•«— but it fired me, and I stepped 
—but I «eco11(B6ted Td promised Honor 
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not to let hep provoke me to lift a hand 
good or bad — so I stepped across very 
0ivil, and I said to her, says I^ Ma'am^ 
its all lied-^some pne has been belyiDg 
Hdnor M'Bride to you, Mrs. Rooney. 
* (Catty sighs and groans, striking the back 
of one hand reiteratedly into the palm 
of the other — rises — beats the devits 
taUoo as she stands — that claps her 
hands, again, J 
Mr. Carv. That woman has cerjt3.inly 
more ways of making a noise, without 
ispeaking, than any wbman upon earth. 
Proceed, Philip. 

V PhiL Depind on it, its ail lies, Mrs. 
Rooney, says I, Ma*am. — No but ^om lie, 
flourishing Phil, says she. — With that 
every M'Bride, to a man, rises from the 
table, catching. up chairs and stoots, and 
-ioombters and Jugs, to revenge Honor and 
'Hie. Not for your life, boys, don't let^drive 
:iie*er a one of yees,said I-^she'sawomaD,. 
-and a widow woman, and <Hily ^scouldixota 
Iher birth. ~<So they held their hatids ; but 
'^e'^iviiitg tongiie biit«^^twas liard for 
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fiesh and blood to stand it. — ^Now, for 
the love of heaven and me, sit down all, 
and be quite as lambs, and finish your 
poonch like gentlemen. Sirs, sslid I :-^— 
so saying, I tuk Mrs. Rooney up in my 
arms tenderly as I would a bould child — 
she screeching and screeching like mad : 
•i— whereupon her jock caught on the 
chair, pocket*hole or something, and 
give one rent from head to fat — and that 
was the tatterihg of the jock. — So we 
got her to the dooi^, and there she spying 
her son by ill-luck in the street, directly 
stretches out her arms, and kicking my 
shins, plase your honor, till I could not 
hold her, — " Murder ! Randal Rooney,'* 
cries she, ^* and will you see your own 
mother murdered ?" 

Raftdal. Them were the very, words, I 
acknowledge, she used, which put me 
past my rason, no doubt. 

JPhiL Then Randal Rooney, being 
past his rason, turns to all them Roonies 
that were in no condition^ 

Mr. Carv. That were, what we in 
English would call, drunk, I prestame ? 
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M^Brides, if — (but I know I'll not have 
to beg your pardon either) — but I say I 
will beg your pardon^ M'Brides, ify mind 
iti you will accept my test, and it fails 
ine. 

Mr. Carv. Very fair, Mrs, Rooney. 

Old M*B. What is it she's saying? 

Phil. What test, Mrs. Rooney. . 

jRandaL Dear mother, name ypur test* 

Catty Let Honor M^Bride be 3um- 
moned, and if she ean prove she.jtook no 
ring, and was not behind the chapel with 
Randalj nor drinking at Flaherty's with 
him, thet time she was, I give up all. 
. fiandaL Agreed, with all the plea- 
sure in, life^ m.oth^.. Ob, may I run for 
her? 

. Old M^B. ,Not a fut, you Sir — ^go^ 
Phil dear. 

Fbil. That I will, like a lapwing, 
father. 

Mr. Carv. Where to. Sir — 'Wbere so 
precipitate ? 

Fhil. Only to fetch my sister. 

Mr. Carv. Your sister. Sir?— then you 
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need not go far^-your sister. Honor 
M*Bride, is, I have reason tcbdieve* in 
this house. 

Catty. .So.-^Vnder; whose protection, 
I wonder? . . . . ,. 

Mr. Can. . Under the protection of 
Mrs. Carver, Madam, into whose aerviee 
she was desirous to engage herself; and 
whose advice** — :• 

Clerk.^ Sbij^l J> ifyou pleAse^^JSir, tmll 
Honor in? ' :. :i 

Mr. Carv. If you please. \ \'. 
fA silence. — Gatty stands biting her 
thimif^-^Old M*Bride sits doton^kans 
his chin upon his hands on his sticky 
and never stirs, even his eye^^— Young 
M^Brtde loeksi out e&gerl^ to. the side 
at tohich Honor is Expected to ebter"^ 
Randal looks, over his shoulder-^cx^ 
claims — ) 
Randal. There she comes !-^Inno- 
pence in all her looks* 

Gattjf^ Oh! that we shall see soon^ 
No making a fool of me. 

Old M'B. My daughter's step— I 
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sliould know it^^{tX!ide) how my ouM 
heart bates. 

{He rises as she enters. Mr. Carver 
takes 4 chmr-oui ^^xMtf.) 

Catty. Walk in — walk on. Miss Hb« 
nor. Oh to be sure^ Miss Honor will 
bave justice. 
Enter Honor M^Bride, [walking very 

timidlyy. 
And no need to be ashamed^ Miss Honor, 
until you're found out. 

Mr. Carv. Srlence! 

OldM'B. Thank your honor. 

(Mr. Canwr whispers to kit Cterk^ and 
directs kim^ while thejblhwing speeches 
go tfn.) 

Catty. That's a very pretty curtsy. 
Miss Honor— walk on, pray-*-aII the gen^* 
tlemen's admiring you — my son Randal 
bey ant all. 

Randal. Mother, I won't bear 

Catty. Can't you find a sate for her, 
any of yees-^here^s a stool — give it ber, 
Randal — ( Honor #t)er down). — And I hope 
it won't prove the stool of repentance. 
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M i^s plr Madam. O h, bounce .jrottr ibre- 
head, Randall— truth must out^ yoa/ve 
pat it to the test^ Sir. 

RandaL I desire no other for her or 
myself. 

{The father and brother take each a hand 
^ Honor — support and sooth her). 

Catty\ rd pity you j Honor, myself — 
only I know you a M*Bricle — and know 
you're desavjng me> and.^ll present. 

Mr. Carv. Call that other witness I 
allude to» clerk, iiito our presence without 
delay. 

Clerk. I shalU Sir. [Exit Clerk.) 

Catty. We'll see 1 — We'll see all soon 
— and the truth will come out, and shan^e 
the dibbii and the M* Brides. 

Randal. [Looking out.) — The man I 
bet, as I'm a sinner I 

Catty. What? — which? — where? — ^True 
lor ye I — I was wondering I did not see 
the man you bet appear again ye : 4xiA 
this ii be^ with the head bound up in the 
garter, coming-— miserable cratur he looks 
— «who would he be ? 

Randal. You'll see alt soon, mother. 
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Enter Pat Coxe, his head bound up, 

Mr. Oarv. Come on — walk on boldly^ 
friend. 

Catty, Pat Coxe ! saints above ! 

Mr. Carv. Take courage^ you are 
under my protection here— no one will 
dare to touch you. 

Randal. {With infinite contempt!) Touch 
ye ! — not I, ye dirty dog ! 

Mr. Carv. No, Sir, you have done 
enough that way already,- it appears. 

Honor. Randal ! what, has Randal 
done this ? 

Mr. Can). Now observe- — this Mr. Pat- 

» 

rick Coxe, aforesaid, has taken refuge 
with me — for he is, it seems, afraid to ap^ 
pear before his master, Mr. OBlaney, 
this night, after having been beaten • tho% 
as he assures me, he has been beaten 
without any provocation whatsoever, by 
you, Mr. Randal Rooney — answer. Sir, 
to this matter F 

Handal. I don*t deny it. Sir, I bet 
him *tis true. 

Pat. To a jelly— ^without marcy — he 
did, plase your honor. Sir. 
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UimiaL Sir, plase your honor^ I go 

rasoQ to /suspect this man to be the 

author of all them lies^ . that was tonld 

backwards and forwards to my mother 

about 0ie and Miss Honor M^Bride> 

vAxi<kk made my mother, mad^ and driv* 

ber to riiise the riot, plase your honor — 

I ^chalrged Pat with the lies, and he 

s^irkedi and could give me no satisfac- 

tiOci> but kept swearing he was no liar^ 

and bid me keep my distance, for he'd a 

pocket pistol about him. — ^^ I don't care 

" what you have about you— you have 

** not the truth about ye, nor in ye,'* 

says I,—" ye are a liar, Pat Coxe,'* says 

I^'-Hso he cocked the pistol at me, saying, 

that would prove me a coward^^with 

thati wrenched the pistol from him^ and 

bet him in a big passion. — ^I own to 

that^ plase your honor — there I owh I 

was wrong, {turning to Honor) to demane 

myself lifting nay hand any way. 

A£r. Carv. But it is not yet proved that 
this man has told any lies. 

Handal. If he has tould no lies^ I 

G 
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ivroQged him — speak, mother — {Coxe gets 
behind Csiliy^ and twitches her gown,) was 
it he who was the informer, or not ? 

Catty. Nay, Pat Coxe, if you lied, 1*11 
not akreen you, but if you tould the 
truth, stand out like a man and stand to 
it, and I'll stand by you, against my own 
son even, Randal, if be was the author 
of the report. In plain words then, he, 
Pat Coxe» tould me, that she^ Honor 
M'Bride, gave youj Randal Roqney, the 
meeting behind the chapel, and you gave 
ber the ring — and then she went with 
you to drink at Flaherty's. 

Honor. {Starting up.) Oh ! who catUd 
say the like of me ? 

' Catty. There he stands—- now, Pat, 
you must stand or fall — will you swear 
to what you said ? (Old M'Bride and 
Phil approach Pat,) , 

Mr. Caro. This is not the point before 
me; but, however, I waive that objection. 

Eandal. Oh mother, don-t pi^t him 
to his oath, lest he'd perjure himself. 
^ Pat. I'll swear — do you think I'd be 
making a liar of myself ? 
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Honor. Father— -Phil, dear !-^hear 
Hie one word. 

Bandal. Hear her — oh hear her — go 
to her. 

Honor • {In a low wice.) .Would you 
ask at what time it was, he pretends 
I was taking the ring, and all that } 

Old M^B. Plase your honor, would 
you ask the rascal what time ? 

Mr. Carv. Don't call him rascal. Sir — 
no rascars in my presence.— What time 
did you see Honor M^Bride behind the 
chapel, Pat Coxe ? 

Pat. As the clock struck twelve — I 

e *^ 

mind — by the same token the workmen's 
bell rang as usua|; that same time, just 
as I seen Mr. Randal there putting the 
ring on her finger, and I said " there^s the 
bell ringing for a weddings ^ says T. 

Mr. Carv. To whom did you say that. 
Sir? 

» 

Pat. To myself, plase your honor — 
I'll tell you the truth. 

Honor. Truth ! That time the clock 
struck twelve and the bell rang, I was 
happily here in tbis house. Sir. 

G 2 
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Mr.Carv. At Bob's Fort ?—Jwrhat wit- 
ness ? 

Honor. If I might take the Hberty to 
call one could do me justice. 

JMK Carv. No Kberty ia justice— Hspeak 
out. 

Honor. If I might tpcmbte Mrs. 
jQanr^r herself? 

Mr. Carv. Mrs, Carter will think it no 
lroc(bl6 {rising with dignity) to do juistice^ 
for she has been the wife! to one of his 
maj^ty's justices of the peace for many 
years. {Sends a servant for Mrs. Carver.) 

Mr. Carv. Mrs. Carver, my dear, I 
must summon you to appear in open 
courts at the suit or prayer of Honor 
M'Bride. 

{Eatier Mrs. Carver, who is followed by 
Miss Bioomsbury on tiptoe.) 

Mrs. Carv. Willingly. 

Mr. Carv. The case lies in a nutshell, 
my dear — ^there is a man who swears that 
Honor was behind the chapel, with Ran- 
dal Rooney, putting on a ring, when the 
clock struck twelve, and our workmen's 
bell rang this morning.*— Honor avers she 
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was at Bob's Fort ^itfai yOtiw- bow »Ab 
could not be, like a bird, ia two places at 
once— was she with yoii ? 

Mrs. Can). Honor M'Bride wa& witi|t 
me when the workoieft^s bell rang» and 
when the clock struck twielve this day— ^ 
she staid with me till two o'clock. 

All the RoonieSf except Catty^ exclaim-^ 
Ohy no going beyond the lady ^s word i 

Mrs. Carv. And J think it but justice 
to add^ that iHpoor M^Bride has this day 
given m^ sucb proofs of her b^ng a good 
girl^ a good daughter, and a good sister^ 
that she has secured my good opinion and 
good wishes foe life. 

Mr. Carv. And mine4n consequence. 

Blootp. : And miite of course. (Honor 
curtsies.) 

(Old M^BHde. bows very bw to Mr. 

Carver, and again ta Mrs. Carver — 

Phil baam to Mr. and Mrs. Carvei:, 

but mmh lower to Jlfir.r Bloomsbury.) 

Old M^B. Where are you now. Catty ? 

— ^and you, Pat, ye uhfortinate liar ? 

Patf {Falling an his knees.) On m0 




126 LOVE AND LAW; 

knees, I am— oh, I am an unfortinate liar, 
and I beg your honor's pardon this once. 

Mr. Carv. A most abandoned liar I 
pronounce you. 

Pat. Oh! I hope your honor won't 
abandon me^ for I didn't know Miss 
Honor was under her ladyship, Mrs. 
Carver's favor and purtection, or I'd 
sooner ha' cut my tongue out clanie — and 
I expect your honor won^t turn your 
back on me quite, for this is the first lies 
I ever was found out in since my crea-* 
tion; and how could I help, when it 
was ;by my master's particlar desire? 

Mr. Carv. Your master ! honest Ge- 
rald O'BIaney !— , 

Catty. O'BIaney! — save us! [Lifting 
up her hands and eyes.) 

Mr. Carv. Take care, Pat Coxe. 

Pat. Mr. O'BIaney, Ma'am — ^plase 
your honor— all truth now — the coun- 
shillor, that same and no other, as I've 
breath in my body — ^for why should I 
tell a lie now, when I've no place in my 
eye, and not a ha'porth to get by it — I'll 
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confess all. — It was by my master's or* 
ders, that I should set you^ Mrs. Robney, 
and your pride up. Ma'am, again' mak* 
ing up with them M^Brides.— I'll tell 
the truth now, plase your honor — that 
was the cause of the lies I mentioned 
about the ring and chapel — I'll tdl more> 
if you'll bind Mr. Randal to keep the pace. 

Randal I ?— ye dirty dbg 1— Didn't! 
tell ye already, I'd not dirty my fingers 
with the likes ? 

PaL All Mr. Gerald O'Blaney's aim 
was to ruin Mr. Randal Rdotaey; alid set 
him by the ears with that geiitleman> 
Mr. Phil M^Bride, tl|^4)rother, abd 4[hey 
to com€l to blows and outrage, and then 
t>^ in disgrace committed by hi« hohdr. 

Randal. (Turning to Honor /M^Bride.) 
Honor, you saved all— ^youp' brother and 
I never lifted our hands against onean-o- 
ther, thanks be to heaven, fcnd you dearest. 

Catfj/. And was there no truth in the 
story of the chapej and thfe ring ^ 

Fat. Not a word of truth, but lies, 
Mrs. Rooney, dear Ma'am, of the mas- 
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ter's putting into my mouth out of his 
own head. 

. (Catty Booney walks firrnbf and deli' 
berately across the room to Honor 
M^Bride.) 

Catty. Honor M'Bride^ I was wrong ; 
and here; publicly, as I traduced you, 
I ax your pardon before bis houor, and 
yourffither — and your brother*— and be- 
fore Bandal — and before my faction aud 
bis. 

{Both Bopnies and M'Qri^s a2& ex^ 
cepting Old M^Bride, dap their hands 
and huK%a.) 

Mr^ Caro. I ought to repro^ this ze^ 
clamation-r-but this once I let it pass. 

. Phil. Father, you said nothing — ^what 
do you say. Sir? 

Old M^B. {Never moving.) I say 
nothing at all— I never doubted Honor, 
and knew the truth must appear— that'ls 
all I say. 

Honor. Oh ! father dear-Huore you 
will say — (shaking his Mck gently) • Look 
up at me, and remember the promise ycm 
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gave me, wben Catty should be rasop^ 
able — ^and is not she rasooable now i 

Old M^B* I did not hear aword fiom 
her about the bog of Ballynaiscraw. 

Catty. Is it the pitiful bit ? — ^No lAoee 
about it !^-make crame cheeses of it»-*-^ 
what care !» 'twas only fpr pride I stood 
QUtr-^not that Vm thinking of now 1 

OldLM'B. Well then! miracles will 
never cease !-^here's one in your favour^ 
Honor; so take her, Randal> fortune and 
all — a wife of five hundred. 

Randal. (Kneeling.) Oh! happiest of 
meuy I am this minute. 

Cathf. I the same, if she had not a 
pinny in the worlds 

Mr. Can. Happiest of iw«i/-rI>oli*t 
kneel or go into extacies now, I beg, till I 
know the rationale of this. — Was not ) 
consulted ?-^did not I give my opiuioH 
and advice in favor of another ? 

Old M'B. Ton was — ^you did— *plaM 
your honor, and I b^g your honor's par* 
don, and Mr. Counsellor O'Btaney's. 

Mr. Cqrv. And did not you give your 

G3 
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consent?^ — I must think him a very ill- 
used person. 

Old M^B. I gave niy consint only in 
case he could win hers, plase your honor^ 
and he could no^--and I could not break 
my own daughter's heart, and I beg your 
honor's pardon: 

Mr. Cart). I don't know how that may 
be, Sir> but I gave my approbation t6 the 
jnatcb, and I really am not accustomed 
to have my advice or opinion neglekjted, or 
controverted. Yet, on the other hand '- 

Enter a Footman with a note^ which he gives 

io Mr. Carver. . 

I ' • - 

OldM^B. (Aside to VhW.) Say some- 
thing for me, Phil, can't ye«!y-I hav'n't 
a word. 

. Mr. Cdrv. (Rising with a quicker motion 
than usual. J Bless me ! bless me ! here 
is a revolution ! and a counter revolution ! 
*— Here's news will make you all in as 
great astonishment as I own I am. 

OldM'B. What is it? 

Randal. I'm made for life — I don't 
pare what comes. 
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Hofuyr. Nor I,— so it is not to touch 
you, I'm happy. 

Cattjf. Oh ! your honor/ Bpake qiilck, 
this time — I beg pardon ! 
. Mr. CarVi Then I have to confess that 
/or once, I have been deceived and mis- 
taken :in my. judgment of a man; and 
what is more, of a man's circunistdficesi 
completely — O'Blaney. 

Old M^B. What ofhis circum^^Tif^^, 
oh ! Sir, in the name of mercy ? 

Mr. Carv. Bankrupt, at this instant, all 
under seizure to the supervisor. -Mr. 
Gerald O'Blaney has fled the country. 

Old M'B. Then Honor you are with- 
out a penny; for all her fortune; 500/., 
was in his hands. 

- Randal. Then I'm as happy to ha^e 
her without a penny — happier I am to 
prove my love pure. 

Catty. God bless you for my own son. 
— ^That's our way of thinking, Mr. 
M^Bride— you see it was not for the foil- 
tune. 
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. ffanor. Oh I PhU, didn*f 1 telt you 
her heart was right ? 

Catty: We will work hard*— cheei* up, 
M* Brides. Now the Roonies and M^Bridte 
has joined, you'll see we'll defy the world, 
and O'Blaney, the ckMe of chafes. 

Honor. Randal's own mother ! 

Catty. Aye now, we are all one fa- 
mily — now pull together. — Don't be cast 
down, Phil dear. I'll never call you 
flourishing Phil again, so don't be stand- 
ing on pride. Suppose your shister has 
hot* a pinny, she's better than the best^ 
and I'll love her and fold her to my ould 
warm heart, — and the daughter of my 
heart she is now. 

Honor. Qh, mother ! — ^for you are my 
mother now — and happy I am to have a 
mother in you. 

Mr. Carv. I protest it makes me al- 
mQst**-elmost-^-blow my nose. 

Vatty* Why then, you're a good era* 
-tur.-^Bttt who tould you I was a vixeb, 
dear, — plase your honor ? 
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Mr. Can. Your friend that is gone.^ 

Catty. O'BIaney ?— 
. Mandal. Frind 1 He ne?eip was fHml 
to 0one— 4ea8t of aU to hifi$elf« 

Catty. Oh! the dcmble-disttll6d y\U 
lain!*— He t0ald your honor I wad a 
vixen^ and fond of lavi^,— Now would 
you believe What Vta going to till yo»-^ 
he tottld me of his honor — ^-« 

Mr. Carv. Of me> his {Mtron ?-~ 

Catty. Of yotl, his patron, Sir.<~He 
tould me your honor*--which is a sland^ 
as we dl here can witness^ can^t we ? by 
his honoris contempt of Pat Coxe.~-Yet 
O'Blaney said» you was as fond and 
proud of having informers about you, ak 
a /at-catchtr is of fats. 

Mr. Carv. Mistress Catherine Rcioiieyi 
and all yoti gpod pebple,^here is a great 
deal of difference between obtaining in^ 
lbrmation> and encouraging common in* 
formers. 

Cattjf. There is, I'm sitisible« {Aside 
to her son.) Then he's a' good magistrate, 
except a little pompous, mighty good» 
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{Ahud to Mr. Carver.) Then I beg your 
honor's pardon fop ttij bad behavior, 
aud'bad languisige and all.— TwasO'Bla- 
ney's fau't — but he's down, and don't 
trample on the fallen. 
. Old M'B: Don't defind O'BIanejr. — 
Oh ! the villain, to rob me of all my hard 
arnings. — Mrs. Catty, I thank you a& 
much as a heavy heart can, for you're 

ginerous, and you, Randal, foDydur- 

' Randal. Is it for loving her, when I 
can't hetp it— who could ? 

Old M^B. (Sighing deeply.^ But still 
it goes against the father's heart to see 
hiis-childv his pride, go penny less out of 
his house. 

Phil. Then, Sir, &ther dear, I have 
to tell you, she is not pennyless, — Bit I 
ivould not tell you before, that Randal 
and Catty too, might shew themselves 
what they are. Honor is not pennyless, 
the three hundred you' gave me to lodge 
with O'Blaney, is safe here. — {Opening 
bis jyocket book.) — When I was going to 
him with it as you ordered, by great 
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lucky I WAS stopped by this very quarrel 
and riot in Ballynavogue: — -he -was the 
original cause of kicking ikp the riot, and 
was summoned before your honor, — and 
here's the money. 

Old AtB. Oh ! she's not piiinyless ! 
WeU, I never saw money with so much 
{ilettsure, in all my long days, nor could 
I think I'd ever live to give it away with 
half so vioch safeisfaction as this minute 
I here give it. Honor, to Randal Rooney 
and you : — ^and bless ye, child, with the 
man of your choice, who is mine now. 
. Mrs. Carv. [4side to Mr. Carver.) 
My dear, I wish to invite all tbesjs good 
people to a wedding dinner 3 but really: 
I am afraid I shall blunder in saying their 
names — will you prompt me ? 

MKCarv. {Aside to Mrs. Carver.) 
Why really I am not used to be a 
pronopter ; however, I will condescend to 
prompt you, Mrs. Carver. (He promptsi 
while she speaks.) 

Mrs. Carv. Mr. Big. Briny, of Cloon, 
Mr, Ulick, of Eliogarty, Mr. Charley, of 
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Killaspugbrone^ and you, Mrs. Catty 
Rooney, and yoa> Mr. M^Bride> senior^ 
and you^ Mr. Philip M'Brida» no Ipngec 
fl&urishing Phil; since you ar^ now dll 
reconciled, let me have the pleiisurre of 
giving yott a reconciliation dinotr, at the 
iVedding of Honor M^Bride^ who is atf 
honor to her fatnilyi and Randal BooaQjr^ 
whe so well deserves her love. 

The M'Brides and Roontes join in the 

crycf 

Long life and great luck to your lady- 
ship, that was always good. 

Mr. Carv. And you comprehend that 
I beg that the wedding may be celebrated 
at Bob's Fort. 

All Join in crying 

Long may your honor's honor reign 
pver us in glory at Bob's- Fort 

Catty. [Cracking hcrjingers.) A fig[ 
for the bog of Ballynascmw ! — ^Nc^w 'lis 
all Love and no Law ! 
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THREE ACTS. 


DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


MEN. 


St. Albans iA^foung West Indian, 

I heir to a large fortune. 

Beauchamp Courtington { *^ ^ f^^ «»^ ^dy 

(^ Courtington. 

f OneofSt.Alhamts Guar" 
\ dians. 

C An impertinent Footman 


Mr. Onslow 


POPKIN 


Blagravb 


M, lb Grand 


of Lady Courtington^s. 

C Coachman (of the same 
<i stamp), in Lady C^*s 
(^ Service. 

A black Boy, belof^ing 
to St. Albans. 

Dancing Master: 


{ 


WOMEN. 


Lady Coortington 


Juliana • • . . 
Mrs. St. Albans . 

Mrs. Beauchamp • 


(Lady of Lord Courting^ 
< ton, one of St. Albans* 
(^ Guardians. 

^Lady Courtington* s 
\ Daughter. 

Mother of St. Albans. 

A Widow, in distress — 
related to the Court* 
ingtons. 

C Lady Courtington* s Wo* 
\ man. 


CA f 
(^ If 


Mrs. Clarke • . 

Dancers^TJiree Miss Minchins, and Captain Mardyke. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. 

Zard Ceurtington's House. ^--- An Anti- 
chamber. 

Popkin, stretched inan Arm-chair^ looking 

ever a Newspaper. 

Pop. (Reads) " Wants a sitiation as 
*^ footman, — ^young man undeniable g[bod 
" character." — " Wants a sitiation as 
*• own man." — ^* Own man and butler— 
•* character bear strictest scriitiny — ^ho- 
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nesty and sobriety.*' — Some low fellow. 
No objection to look after a horse, or 
^^ to go behind a c^rriagq,— no objection 
" to town or country." {Rising, throws 
the paper from him.)^*^ No objection !" 
— ^Now this is -the way masters and mis- 
tresses is spoilt and set up by these pitiful, 
famishing, out of place rascals, that makes 
no objection to nothing. — ^Well, thank 
my stars and myself, I'm none of your 
wants-a-sitiation scrubs. 

Enter Blagrave. 

Bla. How are you, Mr. Popkin ? — 
Do you know where is Mr. Beaucbamp, 
or Mr. St. Albans i 

Pop. Not I. — I reckoned they was in 
the stables with you. 

Bla. No, they ha'n't been wi' me yet, 
and I must see master, about his horse 
Cacafogo. 

Pop, Harkee, Blag. ! — a word with 
you. — {Holding out his hand.) Touch 
there, Blag. — Shake hands upon it, — draw 
together coachy, and we two will have 
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it all our own. way, above and , below 
stairs. 

Bla. They say these St. Albans's is 
rolling in gold. 

Pop. Aye, quite a West Indian na- 
bob, that the mother has bro^gl^t over to 
us here for edication. 

« 

£la. And we'll teach him a thing or 
two,— If he puts up his horses with us, 
there will be< fine doings,.! warrant. 

Pop. And there'll be a brave match 
for Miss Juliana in due course : and 
m.eantime he and our Mr. Beaucbamp 
will be cutting a fine, dash about town, 
for this minor's to have a swinging al- 
lowance—may play away as he pleates, 
if my lord's acting guardian. — rXhi?. guar- 
dianship will be a pretty penny, I v^ar- 
rant, in xny lord's pockety who, be- 
tween you and .1, wants a ready penny 
as bad as any one man in the. hpus^ of 
Lords, or Commons; either. , 

Bla. Then Ihat'si a bold word. Pop, 
but I believe you're uot much out :— rthe 
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twf for that-^When's my lord to be up 
from Newmarket i 

Fop. I can't sajr«^-4hey expect bim 
to day ; and for sartin, I know my lady's 
on thorns till he coraes^ for fear this 
young 'hdf should stip through their 
fingers. 

Ma. sup !-*-*why, how can he slip ? — 
Ha'n't my lord the reins in hir own 
hands ? — ^i*n^ he guardian by law ? 

Fap. A word in your ear. — There's 
two on the box, and its who shaH drive, 
and which shall get the whip-hand— -plain 
English,*— there's two guardians by the 
will. 

Ma. Two guardians !—^by the Jaws 
that may make a difference!— I nev^er 
heard that afore. 

Pop. Why, man — what ailed yoar 
ears yesterday at dinner, when that was 
aH the talk? 

'Bla. My ears ! — ^Why, there was such 
a cursed din o'knives and forks, and clat-> 
ter o'plate$, and a bore of a woman 
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bawling at me for some thing, just in the 
nick ;— but how i« it to be? — come, tell a 
man. 

Pop. Why, that's to be seen to-day. 
The two guardians 'pointed by the will is 
my lord and Old Onslow. 

Bla. That's the country gentleman, 
that's just come up to Town. — But who's 
to chose the guardian, I say? — 

Pop. The mother. 

Bla. The mother 1 Mrs. St. Albans, 
that's here? — she looks mighty quiet, 
as quiet as a tnouse. Suppose now, she 
should chuse the son to live in the coun- 
try with Old Onslow. 

Pop. Suppose the moon was made 
of cream cheese !«— Whoever heard of a 
woman's cbusing to live in the countty, 
that was her own mtstress, and had a 
fortin to live in town. 

Bla. You knows best. 

Pop. I do know best, to be sure. — 
Besides, look at me, honest Blag. 

Bla. ' Well, Mr. Popkin, for sartain 
£ure you be main clever at in-doors work ; 

H 
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.^but I must find master Beauchamp 
about Cacafogo* {lU^idng at the door.) 
And there bees a double rap for you. 

{Exit Blagrave.) 
Pop. D<Mible knock 1 — let -em wwt— ^ 
teach 'em patience^ — ^but where's that 
blm^k boy of Mr. St. Albans'--^that aua. 
CO !*-^What has he got to do« in the Vax- 
sal world,, but answer the door for me? — 
I don't know rightly what to make of 
that fellow, with the big. whites of his 
eyes moving about so qmck. : 

{Exit Yojikln.) 
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SCENE II. 

Lady CourtingtorCs Back Drawing- 

Iteotn. 

Juliana, running aoer the Ke^s of ike Pi^ 

' ano^Forte*. -. 

Juliana^ {Singing.) 

^' The first time at the lopkin^-glaM, 
*' The mother sets her daughter ; . , 

'^ The Image strikes the smiling lass^ 
''^ith selWore erer after/* 

f Rising and coming forward, repeats J 

** The first iiipe. at t|ije Icpkiog-giass, 
*' The mother, sets her daughter/' 

How vastly good/ and vastly stupid 
that daughter was, to wait till her mo- 
ther set her at the looking-glass. Had 
girls no eyes in those days ? — My mamma 
sighs, and says, in her moralizing tone, 
" Beauty is such a dangerous thing for 
young girlsy^ — that it ought to be kept 
only for old women, I suppose. Then 
while she is dressing me — no, while she 

h2 
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18 dressing herselft she is so sentimental 
about it, — ^^ My dear Juliana, [mimick- 
ing a sentimental tone), one must be at the 
trouble of dressings because one mast 
sacrifice to appearances in this world; 
but I value only the graces of the mind/' 
YeSy mamma, — {as if spoken aside), that's 
the reason you are rouging yourself.—^ 
{In the mother's tone.) " Beauty after all 
is such a transient flower.'* — *^ So I see, 

mamma*' {she starts.) Mercy! — here's 

mamma coming 1—1 must be found prac- 
ti8ing.<— (i^e'^/it^ to play a serious lesson.) 

' JEnter Beauchamp. 

Beau. Practising, Ju ! — Practising for 
ever !— What a bore ! 

Jul. La ! brother, you frightened me 
so ! — I thought, it was mamma, and after 
all 'tis only you. 

Beau. Only me ! That's a good one ! 
—Cool ! faith. — But come here now, Ju ; 

you've any taste, admire me, just as I 
stand 1 — ^from top to toe !— all the go !— 
Hey? 
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Jul. No, this thing aboat your neck is 
horrid — I'll make it right. 

Beau. Hands off I — ^iiot for yonr life. 

Jul. As you please; but I assure 
you, you are all wrong. 

Beau. All .right 

JtU. At Eton, may he^ but not in 
Lon'on, I can tell you. 

Beau. You can tell me ! — ^and how 
should you know, when you are not out 
yet? 

Jul. But I suppose I've eyes, tho' 
I'm not out ; and, my dear Beauchamp, 
consider, I saw the duke of 3eltravers 
but yesterday. 

Beau. Very likely, my darling.— But 
to settle your mind at once, this is the 
way Blagrave wears his. — ^This is the 
knowing touch— the more like your 
coachman, the Qiore like a gentleman. 


Enter Popkin. 

Pop. Mr. Lichenschwartz, Ma'am. 
Beau. Mr. who the deuce is it ? 
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Jtd. Only one of my dozen masters^ 

brother. 
Pop. The little png-faced fellow. Sir, 

the dirty fellow as you wondered to meet 

t'other day on the stairs, with the weeds 

and stones in the blue handkerchief. 

Beau. What in heaven do ybu do 
with that fellow> Ju ? 

Jul. Oh! brother. Professor T'on 
Uohensohwartz is a very lamoiis tnan-*- 
he dines with the dake of Beltravers,-^ 
and he teaches me and theMissMiiichins 
minemlogy, and botany, and chemistry^ 
twice a week. 

Pop. Shall I let him in. Ma'am ? 

Jul. No, no — not to day.- — Give him 
a ticket, Popkin, and send him. off ; — ^but 
don't let mamma see yon. Tell him I've 
a horrid head-ache ; — but don't let mam- 
ma hear you. 

Pop. Certainly not. Miss— of course. 

JuL Stay, Popkin. — Upon second 
thoughts you must not give him a ticket, 
for he is such a fool : — he told mamma 
once when he got a ticket, without nciy 
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taking a lesson — so no ticket^ Popkin, if 
you can gel rid of him if?ithout it. 

Pop. Trust me for that. Miss; — I 
pretty well knows how to deal with them 
pedestrian philosophers. 

{Exit Popkin, qflermdking a pirouette.) 

Beau. Popkin is quite a wit, I think. 

Jul. The cleverest creature ! — I don't 
know what I coiild have done without 
him.-^Oh ! brother, you who have been 
going 6tk just as you please at Eton, 
driving tandems, and drinking cham- 
pagne, and giving suppers and break- 
fasts. 

Beau. Nota bene !-^Eighteen differ- 
ent icesL, at my take-leave supper, as I'm 
a sinner ! 

Jul. A sinner, indeed ! — and here am 
I 

Beau. A saint, I suppose ! 

Jul. A martyr at all events.— You 
have no notion what I have been going 
through all this time here at home fn this 
course of education — a master for every 
hour, and sometimes two in one hour. 
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Beau. Faith, that's too bad ! — to set 
'em riding double on your hours ! — But 
why didn't ye kick, or take a sulk, or 
grow rustyj as Blagrave says. 

Jul. No use in kicking. — ^Sulky I 
was, as ever I could be, but then some- 
hoV they coaxed and flattered me out 
of it. 

Beau. Aye, flattery ! — ^not a woman* or 
a girl that ever was born can stand fiat* 
tery, so they had you there, Ju ! — Hey? 
— and the bear that has danced^ is in 
chains for ever. 

Jul. That is the misery ! Oh, if it. had 
not been for Popkin, who taught me to 
slip out of my chains,^ I must have died 
of the confinement. 

Beau. Famous wife you'll make, Ju ! 
-—Capital hand you'll be at bamboozling 
a husband, when you've had such prac- 
tice. 

JuL La \ now don't you say that, 
Beauchamp — don't you say that, or you'll 
make the young men afraid of me. 

£eau. Well, I won't tell St. Albans. 
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Jid. {Speaking rapidly) And upon 
my word and honor^ now^ brother^ 
I do exactly what I know mamma in 
her heart wishes; for you don't think 
mamma cares one straw, in the bot- 
tom of her heart, about chemistry, 
and botany, and mineralogy, and all 
that sort of stuff; only because 'tis fa^ 
shionable I must have masters, just as 
for Italian, and French, and drawing, 
and music, and dancing — and, except 
dancing, what woman but lays it all aside 
as soon as ever she is married ? — (Beau- 
champ nods.) — And mamma knows that, 
in her conscience, as well as you and I 
do. — (Beauchamp nods again.) — But in 
the mean time mamma, (who is the best 
of mothers) 

Beau. In a parenthesis-*--take breath, 
Ju. 

Jul. No occasion — mamma, I say, 
wishes me of course to have the name of 
knowing every thing that's fashionable ; 
so I must have all ^he ex|>ensive masters, 
which I'm very sorry for — and they must 

h3 
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be paid, which she is very sorry for— tod 
at which papa is very angry. 

Beau. I don't doubt him — ^fathers al- 
ways are horrid, when it comes to money. 

Jul. Bot after all, where is St. Al- 
bans ? 

Beau. Faith! — I don't know — I want 
him about a horse. 

Jul. And we shall want him here 
immediately, as soon as M. le Grand 
comes, to practise the ballet and quadrlHe 
with me. 

Beau. Quadrille ! — ^Aye, that's like 
you girls, who always think a young 
man has got nothing to do, but to dance 
his legs off with you. 

Jul. And full as agreeable, I should 
think, as drinking his head off with you, 
gentlemen, or risking his neck riding 
wicked horses. I declare, brother — (an a 
sentimental tone) — it makes mie quite ner- 
vous to see St. Albans mount that horrid 
Cacafogo of yours. 

Beau. Ju ! « I bar sentiment about 
Cacafogo.-— Not a word at your peril 
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against Cacafogo— don't you spoil my 
market^ or 111 spoil yours. 

Jui. That you might not find quite so 
easy^ brother — Recollect that St. Albans 
is pasisionately fond of dmioing^ aad al« 
ways dances with me. 

Beau. Don't be cock-a-hoop, vay an- 
gel.— -Passionately fond of dancing — don't 
trust to that, Ju. — St. Albans is passion- 
ately fond of every thing by turns : — on 
horseback, passionately foKid of horses-^->- 
with the dogs, you'd think &e'd go mad * 
— on the box, Blagrave's his king ;— driv- 
ing ! you'd think he'd drive to the d-^-^ — ^I. 
— No such thing ; next hour, down on 
the floor in the study, passionately fond 
of a book — mad about the classics. 

Jul. The classics ! 

Beau. Aye, they not having been 
flogged and drummed into him, the fellow 
falls into transports with Homer and Ho- 
race, and all the old school-books, wher- 
ever he meets with them. And while 
that fit's on, he'd fall down and worship 
any old rum-tutor, that came in his ways 
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*— -'tis then those Onslows are all the 
dandies. 

Jul. What can he find to like in the 
Onslows? — for tho* of a good family, 
they are seldom in town, mamma says. 

Beau. And in the country they don't 
keep hounds even — and as to Arthur 
Onslow, the son, he's an odd fish, tho' 
he sits a horse well enough— ^ut I do 
believe the father and son have but one 
horse between them, and that no great 
shakes, — ^and young Onslow don't drive, 
—to say, drive j— and he won't play bil- 
liards, tho' I know he can, — and he don't 
bet— and he's never in a row : — so what 
the fun of him is, I can't for the soul or 
blood of me see or say. 

Enter Popkin. 

Pop. Mr. St. Albans is just come in. 

Jul. Oh, then, if M. le Grand would 
come, we could have a waltz before the 
Miss Minchins come. 

Beau. And then for Cacafogo ! 

[Exit Beauchamp^) 
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Pop. Miss Courtington ! one word^ if 
you please. 

Jvl. (Turning back with a look of 
vexation.) Weill— don't stop me now, 
Popkin. 

Pop. Only Ma'am, to know what I 
shall do with that Widow Beauchamp, 
Miss ? She was here half an hour ago, 
with the lessons for the harp. 

Jtd. Why, couldn't you tell her the 
harp is so out of tune, and the strings so 
broke, I couldn't possibly take a lesson. 

Pt^. So I did. Ma'am — but she said 
she had strings with her o' purpose, and 
she offered to tune it, but— — 

Jid. But in short you sent her away ; 
and what signifies keeping me now, 
Popkin ? 

Pap^ Only, Ma'am, that she'll call 
again in half an hour, and I must re'Ily 
know what to say, for she's so difficult to 
deal with ; being a sort of relation of my 
lady's, she has such a manner with her — 
I can't so well shut the door in her face.^ 
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Jul. But civilly to be sure, you give 
her a ticket. — She is do relation of ours^ 
only a connexion or god-daughter of 
mamma's or somebody's — but that 
wouldn't prevent her from taking a 
ticket like other people. 

Pop. Indee^^ Ma'am, whatever ailed 
her, she would not touch the ticket, with- 
out giving the lesson, she said. 

Jul. Then she may let it alone, that's 
all. {Going angrily.) 

Pop. (Following.) Yes, Ma'am, if that 
was all — ^but she is always talking about 
all my lady's owing her for them years' 
lessouB on the harp. 

Jul. Well, you must speak to mamma 
about that. 

Pop. My lady won't hear of it. Ma'am. 

Jul. And how can I help that? — 
Pray don't keep me any longer, listening 
to what I can't possibly help. (Going 
hastily.) 

Pop. (Following.) That's what I say^ 
Ma'am> — ^but<~but she says she must see 
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and speak to yon. Miss, about the music 
she copied for you^ as she never has been 
paid for. 

Jtd. Dear, how shabby-! to speak of 
such a trifle. 

Pop. " So I tell her/ Ma*am — and she 
a gentlewoman bom, it's quite a shame. 
— But distress does bring people so low. . 

Jul. La ! bow disagreeable. . 

Pop. And she says her children's 
starving. 

Jul. Starving! — nonsense — that's the 
old story, like any common beggar- 
woman.— -Fm sure Mrs. Beauchamp 
ought to be ashamed. — I can't stay any 
longer now — Is St. Albans in tiie dancing- 
room ? (Exit Juliana.) 

Pop. (Ahne.) So much for the Widow 
Beauchamp ! — If ever I patronise a widow 
again ! {Exit Popkin.) 
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SCENE III. 
Hall — Lord CourtingtonU* 

Enter St. A[h?xiSy foUawed by Quaco. 

St Alb. Well» Quaco, how do you like 
England ? — How do you like London ? 

Quaco. London very fine> Massal — 
Quaco like England very much^ Massa. 
— ^Very good country, England. — No 
whip for de slave^ — nor no slave no where. 

St, Alb. True. — No slaves in England. 
From the moment that you touched 
English ground, Quaco, you ceased to 
be a slave. 

Quaco. Me ! — Quaco ? 

St. Alb. You, Quaco— you are as 
free this moment as I am. 

SitacQ. [Clapping his hands and caper^ 
ing.) Freel free ! Quaco? — But no, Massa 
— {Changing his tone, and kneeling to his 
master) — me will be Massa's slave alway. 

St. Alb. My servant, henceforward — 
not my slave. Now if you stay with me> 
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it is from choice. — ^You may go wben^ 
and where you please — ^you may chuse 
another- master. 

Quaco. Quaco never have no other 
massa. — Good massa — love him — kind to 
Quaco^ from time leetle piccinini boy. — 
Ob, let Quaco stay wid massa. 

St. Alb. Stay^ and welcome,, iny faith- 
fal 'fellow, — ^but remember you are at 
liberty. And here,, duaco, look at this 
little scarlet purse — it has my name 
marked on it — ^your mother marked it 
for me. — It contains, — ^what do you think 
it contains ? 

Quaco. Gold guinea, Massa, me tink 
me see peeping. 

St. Alb. All the money you have 
earned, Quaco,— -the price of that pro- 
vision ground, at which you usied t<^ work 
so hard, in every hour you had to- your- 
self. — I told you, that if you trusted to 
me, and if you would come to England 
with me„ you should not lose the value 
©f your former Iabor«. 
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Quaco. Oh^ Massa! how good you 
remember ! 

St. Jib. Here is all the money you 
have earned^ and something more.«*-^Kow 
don't let it spoil y^n.-^Don't spend this 
money in drinking. 

Quaco. (Very seriously. J Massa^ no 
— ^me promise you — ^no rum — no drinky 
for drinky- — but drinky for dry. 

-SIf. Jib. And don't throw away your 
money* 

Quaco, Throw ! Oh, Quaco never 

throw it away. 

St. Jib. Shew n>e, Quado, that you 
are a reasonable being, and fit to be f r ee ■ 
But I hear M. le Grand's Tiolin. — ^Now 
for the waltz and charming Juliana. {Exit 
St. Albans.) 

Quaco. ' (Jbne.) Shew you Quaco fit 
to be free.— Yes, Quaco shall. 

[He sings.) 

" Freedom ! freedom ! happy sounds 
" Magic land this British ground ; 
" Touch it 8lave> and slave he free^ 
" Tis the Land of Liberty." 
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'^ Indian Obee*8 wicked art^ 

*' Sicken slow poor liegro'ft beart ; 

'^ English Obee makes the slave 

" Twice be young, and twice be brave. 

*' Quidk the magic, stroi^ the pow V*^ 
" See maa dianging in an hoor ! 
" For the day that makes him free, 
'' Double worth that man shall be. 

*' Massa, grateful Quaco do 
" Twice the work of slave for you ; 
^ " Fight for Massa twice as long; 
^* Love for Massa twice as strong.*'— 

LoTe BiMn f yes-^^Ctuaco never fdrget 
how H^ look when he say Qiiaco free-r- 
and here^^bi good ^tMKSB&fi-^fpuUing his 
He tie piirse from ffb 6^#{wi.)~bis own 
little scarlet purse — all for Qiiaco !--^U 
Q^uaco's own !-^Q,uacoearn all this l-^fhe 
opens the purse, and begins to count the 
money.) One, two,— dear massa ! — three^ 
four, five, six, seven — no, me never throw 
away dese, massa. {A call behind the scenes 
o/'Q.uaco, Q,uaco!) — Quaco coming,— 
(Quaco gathers his money together.) 
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, Enter Popkia. 

Pop. Hey, Quaco.— What ar't about ? 
—Gold !— what's all this ? 

Suaco. Little purse — little money good 
massa give Quaco. {Puis the purse hastibf 
in his bosom.) 

Pop. (-rf«<i?.) More fool he 1 (^/W.) 
Well— massa, as you style him, desires 
you'll take yourself and your tambarine 
in to the ladie9» to play for them— they're 
dancing. 

2uaco. Tambarine !— me run,— me 
play for massa. (Exit Quaco.) 

Pop. And I've a mind to take a lesson 
from M. le Grand myself. {Exit Popkin, 
practisii^ steps.) 


IND OF ACT r» 
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ACT II. 


SCENE L 

Ijidy Qmrtington^s Drawing Room. 

Z^a^Courtingtdn — ^Juliana-— BeauchaiAp 
—St. Albans — M. le Grand, the dan- 
cing-master — Dancers — Quaco platftng 
on the tambarine. The young people are 
dancing. 

M.leGr. [Beating time.) Allons! 
Ehl Ah !— Bah ! Bon !— C'a va bicn!— Ji 
merveille!' 

lAidy C {Looking on through her glass , 
and at convenient pauses exclaiming) Very 
well/St. Albans 1 — ^Vastly well ! tho' you 
don't tbinic so.«— Charming Miss Min- 
chin ! — Q^uite a sy1ph» Miss CatVinl — 
{ The dance Jinishes. — St. Albans and Juli- 


^ 
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ana come forward towards Lady Cour- 
tington.) Not amiss, I declare, Juliana ! 

St. Alb. Not amiss ! — Oh, Lady Cour- 
tington, how cold !— ^Julialia dances di- 
vinely ; but you are her mother, and can't 
say so. 

Lady C. I protest I say all I think.— 
Juliana certainly did better just now than 
usual. — ^There is a great deal in having a 
good partner; when she i^ pleased with 
her partner, I have observed she has 
more spring. — Miss Minchin, won't yoa 
take some r^reshments. — I fancy you 
will find something here.-r-Miss Cat'rin 
—-Captain Mardyke, you always take 
luncheon.-^Juliana, my dear, you know 
what the Miss Minchins like. {Looking 
to a table where refreshments are laid out.) 

JuL Dear mamma, the Miss Min* 
cbins are quite at home here, you know ; 
and I am so dying with beat— -I hope 
there's ice ? — (St. Albans goes eagerly for 
rrfreshmentsfor Juliana, while Lady Cour- 
tington speaks to the dancing-master, and 
leads him bowing to tlie table — Lady Court* 


I 
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ingtOQ returns while St. Albans is setting 
a chair for Juliana^ and presenting ice to 
Aer.-*-BeaQchaaip standing by, devouring 
sandmches-^vMaXkSk sinks on her seat.)-^ 

JuL So fatigued I am I ijuite /agged ! 

JLady C. So attentive, . so polite, so 
gallant as St. Albany always is— rl own I 
io like that. . . 

JBeau. Confoundedly jinfftshionable I 
But he'll be cured of all that by the 
tinoie he has run a se^on in Ldn'on. 

JuL Yes, young ipen of the-tpn> 
brother, are such absolute bears, thinking 
of nothing from morning till night but 
themselves ; one could no more think of 
falling in love with such selfish crea- 
ture^ 

Beau. And who wants 'em to &I1 in 
love, Ju ?-!— Or who's ever thinking of fal- 
ling in love, now-a-days ? 

St. Alb; Who ? — Every man who has 
any feeling or sense.-— How can he help 
it? 

JuL This ice is so refreshing ! 




168 THE TWO GUARDIANS} 

Ladjf C. Ice ! — IsJLy love l^^Is it pos^ 
sible y6u ate taking ice after dancing^ 

/ai/* When Mr. St. Albans brought it 
to me^ how could I refuse it ? 

LadyC, Oh I St. Albans! would you 
kill her } 

St. Alb. ( With eager and tender alarm) 
-—Juliana^ don't touch any more, I 
beseech you ! — ^let me take it from you. — 
[Taking the glass from Juliana, and giving 
it to Beauchamp.)— Beauchamp ! will 
you take this glass, while I fan Juliana. 

Bean. [Takes the glass ungraciousfy-- 
reluctantly mooes to set it down on a table, 
and says^-^-^aside.) " While you fan Ju- 
liana,'* — say rather^ while you make a 
fool of yourself! 

Lady C. St. Albans, I am so much 
obliged to you for desiring your little 
Quaco, who is really a favourite of 
mine, to play on the tambarine ;^^yoa 
think of every thmg, St. Albans — senti- 
ment always has a good memory — the 
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metnaty of the heart, as somebody said. 

{JVhile ^t. Albans yan^ Juliana, iMdy 
Courtington looks back to the table of 
r^reshmentSj where the Miss Mih« 
chins are standing.) 

Jjidy C. Beauchamp ! — the Miss Min- 
ohins^ my dear. 

Beau. The Miss MincKins, Ma'am ?«— - 
I'm qutte done np, I hope you've taken 
care of yourselves, Mardyke — Cartareti 
there's champagne. 

Lady C. I hope you've every thing ? 
Just give a look, Beauchamp. 

Beau. {To Lady C.) Where's Popkin, 
I wonder ? — Why don't you make him 
wait on these occasions. Ma'am ? 

Lady C. Here is Popkin— one would 
think <he had heard you. 

Enter Popkih^ 

Beau. Popkin, do wait :— see if those 
ladies want any thing, do. 

Pop. (Without stirring.) Yes, Sir, im- 
mediately ; but if I could speak a word 
to Miss Conrtington 
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. LadyC. To Juliafmi'^^MadeiiioiseUehr 
Blade, the dress^maker, may be-^I know 
her time's precioasA^ut for me^ tell her 
I. know she'll be m very kind to wait,^ 
shew her into my dressing room. 

P4^. Tis not the dress-makery Ma'ami 
it is one who wants to speak a word with 
Miss Coortington in private. 

Beau. In private, Jn !-^t. Aibans \ 
-r-*it's your cue to look jealous, and faith 
I think he's up to that already. 

St. Alb. Pshaw l-^Beauchs^tifip. 

(St. Albans retires to tke.Miss Minchins.) 

Jul. Nonsense, brother ! — fy'ising.) 

Oh ! mamma, I know who it is, — I dare 

say that odious eternal widow Beau* 

champ. 

Quaco. {Advances without being no* 
ticed, and listens.) Ah, me 1 poor widow ! 

Lady C. Mercy ! Popkin, Why did 
you let her in ? — ^Well, Juliana is dan- 
cing you see, and cannot possibly take a 
lesson on the harp now. — Mrs. Beau- 
phamp, {looking at her watch) is half an 
hour beyond her time» full ! — she should 


be mere panctual, — ^that's all you have 
to say^ PppkiQ. 

P(g). {Going close up to Juliana> anil 
whispering.) But^ Miss^ I caq't get her 
out of the house $ she won't go without^ 
at leasts the money from you for the 
music. 

Lady C. What's all that, Juliana ?*— 
T^bot i> aU this^ Popkin ? 

Miss C. Nothing, mamma — ^nothing 
at ally but that Mrs. Beauchamp is the 
most troublesome creature about the least 
trifle. — \ijym could settle with her^ mam* 
ma» about the two years' lessons on the 
harp* 

LadyC. Impossible nom — when my 
lord comes to town,— ^he may call agaut 
next week; — ^Monday, tell her ;-*-giye her 
this answer, and send her away, Popkin. 
— ^Troublesome ! ungrateful woman ! — 
When I recommended faer to Lady Min- 
chin, and the Duchess of Beltravers.-*^ 
Well, Popkin I — What is he waiting for, 
Juliana? 

I % 


1 
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- Jul. Dear Ma'am, nothings only the 
liiasic she copied for me, ages aga^--La! 
Popkin, do get rid of her without tny 
seeing her. 

Pop. I declare to goodness. Ma'am, 
I've done my best.<— But, Ma'am, shcTs 
taking on so, and Lady Minchin's ser- 
vants within hearing, and that black, — 
(Quaco turns awaj), appears not to he Us^ 
tening,) that there black even, who was 
below, was ready to cry like a fool, 
as he is, when she talked of her children 
starving, — so all the scandal being fall- 
ing on me, I was put to a non-plash^ 
Ma'am. 

Jul. Her children starving ! Oh, that's 
shocking if it's true — ^youi never told me 
a word of that before, Popkin. 

Pop, ' I did, indeed. Miss— ^this moru'* 
ing. 

Quaco. {Aside.) Ha ! Miss !— you hear 
dat? 

Jui. If you did, I forgot it. — ^Popkio« 
tell Clarke to send me my ridicule ; I've 
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a notion I've notes there that will do.: — 
Stay^ Popkin— -Mademoiselle Le Blanc 

promised-; — - 

Lady C. Never mind. — Go, Popkin, 
tell Clarke to bring the ridiculer^'pay 
Mrs. Beauchamp^ Juliana^ and have done 
ivith her. — (ExiV Popkin, with his usual 
pirouette. — Lady Court i^ton turning to 
the rest qf the company. y—M. Le Grand, 
you were talking of isome charming 
French artificiajl flowers-rdo let the Miss 
Minchins have a look at them. — {Return-- 
ing to Jnljana^ and speaking in alotpvoiceJ) 
I am sure I thought^ Juliana^ you bad 
paid Mrs. Beauchamp long ago. 

Jul. And I lihought^ mamma^ that 
you had settled with her for the hiarp« 
Jessonsj — so that made my conscience 
quite easy. ' : < 

Lady C. Well ! say no more about it 
now-^all this whimpering will seem odd. 
There are the Miss Minchins^ an4 Cap- 
tain Mardyke standing up, wondering — 
and Beauchamp is so impatient, he'll 
blur); out something. 
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Jvl. He knows nothing— that's one 
comfort. 

Lady C. And here comes St, Albans 
himself^ — Cleave the ridicule to me^ I'll 
settle it all. 

SL Alb. (Coming between them.) Do I 
interrupt ? 

Lady C. Interrupt ! 

Jul. You !— -Oh, no.~Twas only— 

Lady C. Only about a poor widow— 
a sort of prot&g^e of ours. 

St. Alb. (Looking tenderly at Juliana.) 
i— Aye> so I thought— *some charitable 
Mcret.*— Dear, amiable Juliana, bow 
it confuses her. — {Kisses her hand.) 
{Aside.) How I wish Arthur Onslow 
ciDuld see her at this moment ! 

Quaco. {Aside.) Ah, Massa!*— Love 
blind ! — Love deaf too ! 

(7%e three Miss Minchins, crowned 
mth artificial Jkwers^ advance^ led 
forward by M. le Grand.) 

M. le Gr. Voila,'qui est charmante !-* 
^ehole what is charming ! — {After placing 
the young ladies, M. le Grand passes be^ 


] 
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hind them, andpaintit^ mth hif^ddiestkk 
to each of their cro0ns of flmers) Le Jon- 
quille ! — Le Jacinte ! — Le CheyrefeuiUe 
De JQpquil !-^De HyacinUnle what you 
callj hanee^30cke), 

[The three Miss Mincbins titter in three 
different tones — He ! He! He /-— 
Hal Ha! H<i!--Ho! Ho! Ho!) 

Lady C. Charming! — quite charm* 
ing !«-*r^aIIy charmiog ! 

M. le Gr. £h pour mademoiselle, 
Voila I %vA for Me^ss. 

{^urmng to Juliatta, and displax/ij^ a 
crown qf roses and hawthorn^ ap-^ 
proaches Iter — Si, Albans eagerly tak^ 
ing it from his hands.) 

St. Alb: Allow me, M. le Grand— ^ 
you know it was my choice. 

M. le Gr. Ah, Oui—^de taste of mon- 
sieur, for mademoiselle. 

St. Alb. {Kneelingy presents the crown 
to Juliana.) Clueen of the May ! 

M. k. Gr, Belle ^ attitude, ^a !-^Fine 
attitude, dat f — And mademoiselle !^*«^she 
retire one step — modeste Anglaise! — 
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English modesty! — tmt accept always^^ 

Meess, and relieve Monsieur — ^Relever 

Monsieur. 

(The Miss Mmchms.— He ! He! Hel^ 

Ha! Ha! Ha!—Hi>! Ho! Ho!) 
. Lady C. (7b the Miss Minchins.) He 
is so engaging, St. Albans, — I protest I 
Gould not tell how to refuse him— ^Could 
you? 

Beau. Good question — Cool> faith 1— 
very fair t 
(St. Albans places the crown on Juliana's 

. liead^ who looks very modest.) - 
'■ M. le Gr. {Throwing himself into an 
attitude of admiration and ecstacy*} Su- 
perbe ! et simple ! 

Lady C. So French ! — ^so elegant y — 
so becoming ! 

M. le Gr. Si int^ressante I — so in- 
teresting ! 

Enter Popkin, with a Work^Bag^ 

\ Pop. Clarke, that could not find Miss 
Juliana's ridicule, till now, my lady. 
Lady C. Give it to me, Popkin. — Five 
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fM>uiid^ my love, did not you bid me give 
this poor womao. 

Jul Yes, mamma— Poor creature \ 
. SL Alb. {Aside.) " A heart open as 
day, to melting charity/* {Aloud — td the 
Miss Mincbins.)— But we distress her. 
■ {Qffirshis arm to one of the young ladies^ 
and walks away with them to the farr 
tkest end of the room.) 

Lady €. Popkiii^ take these notes to 
Mrs. Beauchamp. ^ 

^ M. le Gr. (7b Juliana.) De accom- 
panements de trim of de robe of de queeil 
of de May wid de crOiWn, — you take dem, 
Mademoiselle? — or Meess Cat'ria will 
:take all,, she say. 
(Popkin retires to^ a table, and seems ex- 

aminir^ the notes.) 
< Jul. Miss CatVin ^.' — not at all, Mon- 
sieur — I take them of course..— —Stay^ 
Popkn ! ■ '■ ' 

. M. le Gr. Ah, bon ! — Very good. — 
Only four pound 

Jul. Which I'll call and pay Madame 
fie Grand, on Monday. 
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M. k Gr. Ah ! dat would be same 
ting to me^ Mademoiseliey bat His leede 
pcot6g6e of hers^ who cannot part with 
de flower dis satsoti, but for argent comp- 
tant<— de ready money. 

ltd. La ! how provoking ! 

M. le Gr. Pardon — ^but de Miss Min- 
chin have pay, and offer me, f»ur guinte 
for dese. 

Ar/. Dear mamma! What can I 
do? 

Lady C Ton most have the crown 
St. Albans has chosen for you^ and that 
he put on your head. 

JH k Gr. And de crown and de robe 
acCompanement, cannot be separate. 

/u/. Then I must take them all, and 
M. le Grand must have the four pounds, 
-^o, Popkin, i^ces to the tahk at uMch 
Popkin is examining the notes, and snatches 
up four of them), I must have these — Mrs. 
Beauchamp can have but one, and there 
it is for her — and she's very well offl 

Lady C. The rest on Monday-Hsay, 
Popkin. 


Pop. Of ixmrse, ray Lady. 

{Efcit Bopkin.) 

( Jnliuia puts the notes into the hands ^ 
M. Je Grand ~af this moment Siti 
Albans comei behind Mer^ wid. sko 
starts.) 

iSC jtlb. Caught you !««-fouiid y<m 
€ttt again. I do beliefe^ M* le Grand, 
your little prot^gte will be made quite 
bappy, — ^yott applied well, I see. 

M. le Gr.[ [Baming.) Ah> heureuae- 
meiit ! 

^uaco. (itf^^.) Ah^Masfai too good! 
-*^lind good ! 

Lady C. Why, I make it a principle \ 
to encourage ingenuity, and elegant in- 
genuity. 

. Jul An ettigcant countess's daugh- 
ter too, in distress-^'tis quite a charity. 

Suaco. {Aside.) All talkee ^lalkee ! 

Ladjf C. {Looking back.) But whatV 
become of the .Miss Mincfains, Bean* 
champ, and Captain Mardyke f 

Beau. Mardyke ! he was off the mi- 
nute he'd done eating, to rdieve guard. 
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and the Miss Minchins the minute they'd 
done,-?— as soon as the coronation was 
%ver» ^ they made their exits ; and their 
He! Hel He!— Ha! Ha! Hal^Ho! 
Ho! Ho! 

Jul. Oh, fie, brother, to mimic them, 
when they are my friends. They were 
va^ly obliging to come for this- practice 
to*day. 

Lady C. But now that they are 
gone, between oursehres, candidly ,» Mir 
le Gntnd, the quadrille will be, quite ano* 
ther thing when we bave^ instead of that 
youngest Minchin, my sweet httle Lady 
Mary Manby. 

' M.k Gr. Dat go without contradick, 
my Lady. 

Jul. [Aside.) And when instead of M. 

le Grand's standing up with his kit, we 

hkve my young duke of Beltravers. 

' M. le Gr. (Making several dancing'* 

master's bows. ) Most humble — most obe* 

dient — ^mbst devoted 

. {Exit M. le Grand,) 
• Bi^au. (Stretching long, and' yawning 
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hud.) Thank you all for going at last^ 
for I'm done up. What a bare-^is inH^ 
St. Albans ? 

St. Alb. Bore ! — I thought the qua^ 
drille charming. . s^ ' 

Beau. That's good, faith !— tBut, my 
gopd follow^ I forgot you're froni the other 
world— and I sha'u't he long. for this 
world if I don't get a gallop;— that 
Quaco of yours ought to be broken on 
the. wheel — Cycbppedtf, as BJagrave calls 
him, won't be shod the^e two hours— try 
CacqfogOf and I'll take Potatoesy^^come.^ 
^I^dy C. No» my dear Beauqhamp: 
I must detain St. Albans, this guardian*^ 
ship, business must be settled to day»— « 
Mr. Onslow may call— rit would not look 
well for St. Albans to be out of the way ; 
so^ positively, I can't part with him. 

Beau. Well, good morning to ydu. 
St. Albans, you are a lucky fellow at all 
events^ not to be a ward in chancery, tied 
neck and heels.— Better be a wi^rd of my 
fetther's. -, (JSarZ/Beaucharop.) 

Lady 9. My lord certainly would be 
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a most inNkdgeot guardian to you/ St. 
▲Ibans. 

Jul. And we should all be so happjr^ 
never to be separated. 

St. Alb. Oh ! Juliana^ that would be 
happiness indeed. 

Lad^ C. St. Albans, we shall haro 
our fancy-concert for you this erening, 
as foil as pos8ible.--r(Quaco is employed 
in clearing the table at the farther end qf 
the room.) I've scarcely one apology — ^in- 
deed, peof^e are curious ; for you know 
'tis something new. — A fancy- concert-^ 
all the performers in fancy dresses,-— Ju- 
liana, my love, positively you shall be 
queen of the May, since St. Albans 
struck out that character for you,-*«so 
appropriate ;— -and you must give him 
his favourite songs. 

St. Alb. Oh ! Juliana, will you} 

Jul. {With a sweet smiie.) If I possi** 
bly caUj but I know I shall be so horridty 
frightened, — 'tis such a shocking thing 
to sing in public ; but since mamma 
makes it a point ! ■ * 
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A. Alb. (Asidt.) H<[nr she conqaers 
her own feelings. 

Smmco. {FMnmng^ aside.) Ah, Massa^ 
Massa ! Praj you no tall in love wid dat 
Miss-^poor Quaco no can love. 


SCENE ir. 

Ladjf Courtington*s Housekeeper's Boom,. 

• • 

The Widow Beauchamp and Popkin. 

Pop. {Adjuring his cravat.) I don't 
know. — Nothing more upon my yeracity^ 
Ma'am.— I can't pretend to say^ upon 
my honor^ Mrs^ Beanctiampi.— -I only 
knovhi as my lady said, she'd call on 
you to-morrow if possible, or if yoa'd call 
again o* Monday 

Mrs. Beau. {Aside.) To-morrow^— 
Monday! — how often have I been put 
off in the same way, with the same words. 

Pop. {Holding a bank-note carelessly to 
her.) And here's the note, M'em> Miss 
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• . 

Courtingtoa sent, if you pfease.to take i* 
or not. . ♦ ' 

. Mrs. Beau. {Taking the note.) And k 
this all ? when so much is due.to me— -;SO 
long due 1 — so hardly earned ! — my chil* 
dren ! — Did you tell Lady Courtington ? 
Did you tell Miss Courtington that ? 

Pop. Ob, of course I told 'em alt 
that, Me'm. 

Enter Quaco, with a tray of refreshments., 

2uaco. Mr. Popkey, me bring all des^ 
down-— save you de trouble. 

Pop. Eh, Quaco. — Luncheon .being* 
ing down — hey — stay. 

{Helps himself as Quaco passes^ stoallaws 

ice behind Mrs. Beauchamp.: — Quaco 

) busies himself in arranging dishes, but 

from time to time turns, and shezas 

that he is attending to what is going on.. 

. Mrs. Beau. {Still looking at the note.) 

This is cruel !— this is hard ! — this is 

shameful, indeed ! 

1 Pop. {Swallowing biscuits ^ while he- 
speaks.) Hard ! cruel !~why oo moj% 
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hard nor cmel, begging your pardon, 
Mrs. Beauchamp, M'em, on you than 
another; and I'll engage there's hun- 
dreds and hundreds as good, and as much 
in need of their money as yourself^ 
M'em ; that's at this present speaking in 
Lon'on, just being put off in the same 
way, and niust be every hour and day o* 
the year in the metropolis. — ^Thousands 
m the same perdicament and jeopardy^ 
M'em, for these small debts, on account 
the quality can't coin. — So where's the 
petikler hardship to you, or cruelty, or 
shame — when there's no help ? 

Mrs. Beau. No help, indeed I {She 
sinks on a chair.) . . < 

. Pep. But you can call again on Mon- 
day, Ma'am, as my lady mentioned; — 
and mean time you can sit, and may 
wait there till the rain's over, if you 
thinks proper, a few minutes. {Aside.) 
Now she's out o' sight o' people, I don't 
care how long she sits. {Exit Popkin.) 

Mrs. Beau. 1 may wait. — I may sit 
a few minutes in this house, where< 
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Even this insolence I must endQre.-^Bnt 
ob» my children ! my poor children ! 

{She covers her eyes with her hand, and 
does not see Quaco, who advances on 
tiptoe — a glass of water in his hand. 
Qaaco s^hs — she turns her heady sees 
him, and starts.) 

Suaco. Only me, lady !~*Qaaco-*^ 
poor negro — don't stir, pray kdy !-»poor 
negro he feel sorrow — he know pity, lady. 

Mrs. Beau. (Burstif^ into tears.) He 
pities me ! this poor negro ! and my own 
relations! — (She weeps bitterly — Qnaco 
stands back respectfulhf.) 

2uaco. Lady, me no look!<— me no 
mind. (Aside.) Cry hard — ^yes — tear 
much good do heart — heart no burst den 
-—me know dat. (Quaco advancing, prth 
sents water to Mrs. Beauchamp.) Take^ 
lady, drink — fresh water — God give— ^ 
pray> lady, drink — else faints 

(She takes the water, bows her head in 
silent thanks — drinks — then rises.) 

Mrs. Beau. Now I feel quite strong 
again, quite refreshed. — ^Thank you, kind* 
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hearted— —I can walk,^ — ^Where is the 
atraw basket I had ? 

Quaco. Here, safe— here, lady, it hang 
en back qf chair. 

Mrs. Beau, (Putting en her gloves.) I 
had better go now. 

Sluaco. Better not*--yot yet — rain pour 
stilly lady— I go see. — Stay, lady, here. 
(Quaco takes up a bank-note which had 
faUen as Mrs^ Beauchamp rose, and 
gwes it to her — goes amojf, hU turns 
bade, and looks at her with compassion, 
while she speaks to herself.) 
iirs. Beau. (Fixing her eyes upon the 
bank'TuHe.) One pound-^^but one ponnd ! 
aod Uiia is all ! -»-^T(>- morrow ! oh, vain 
words !--^Call again on Monday ! — yain 
hope l*«*«o hope left i 

Quaco. {Aside^^taking a little putx 
from his bosom.) Could me dare*-^he no 
see — she nerer know who— she never 
know ho^ 

{Slips the purse into Mrs. Beauchamp'^ 
basket, without her perceiving it.) 

{Exit Qu^co.) 
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Mrs. Beau. That poor negro toachedT 
me more than all the rest. {Takes her 
basket) There's good in the world »till; 
and kindness where one least expects it. 
I will not despair^ bnt trust, {Looks up to 
heaven.) — ^and hope humbly. 

{Exit Mrs. Beauchamp.y 

Re-enter Quaco, peeping. , v 

Quaco. Safe I safe l-*-Sfae has got it — 
she not know till she get home-— then 
great joy — ^children not starve. [Rubs his 
hands with delight.) Happy Quaco igood 
n^Msa !— He tell Quaco no throw away 
de money in de little purse-^no, massa 
— no. He tell Quaco no buy pum^ — ^no, 
massa— Quaco no drinky for drinky> hut 
drinky for dry.. — Na buy rum«*^no tiirw) 
away money — na ihrauh^gvie away, 
massa, like your own self<--^Give, massa^t 
give well — make happy, massa. 

Enter Popkin. 

Pop. Mftssa! massa! massa !-^What 
the d ^1, Quaco, are you always talk* 
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ing nonsense^ stuff to yourself aboiii 
massa? 

Suaco. No nonsense stuffy Mr. Popkey. 
— 'Quaco no fool. 

Pop. {AsideJ) Now, whether this fellow 
is more knave or fool, confound me, if I 
can tell. [Aloud.) My little man, I like 
your spirit. — Do yoii know you are a 
favorite of mine ?— -do you know that, I 
ask you ? 

Quaco. No, Mr. Popkey— me no know 
that. • 

Pop, (Aside.) Now was he a white 
man, I'd set him down for a knave ; but 
being he's a black, I can't doubt but he's 
a fooL--^I hear he has got some money 
tho', and I'll be civil to the little black 
gem'man. {Rapping heard at the door.) 
Oh, rap^ rap, rap ! — and James and all 
the rest of 'em, is always oqt of the way. 
— My legs is tired o* them double raps — 
so you'll run, my little black gentleman^ 
won't ye I — and answer the door, and I'll 
thank you^ 

Quaco. Ha! if you tank me, Mr» 
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Popkey— me go~me rtm twice so fast — 
me run, now Qaaco be free man^-HEind 
Mr. Popkcy be civil man, civil gentle- 
man. (Exit Qoaco.) 

Pop. Aye> gentlemen^ if you please, 
«^ut harkee, (calling after him) Quaoo 
—you Mr. freemaii#r— A word. — ^Not at 
home to Walkers, mind. 

Smaco. Me understand. 

Pop. Never saw a fellow so bright- 
ened and sharpened in an hour in my 
life> as this little black boy. — ^I suppose 
it's the money has done it. — More fool 
his master to give it to him ! — ^and greater 
fool I, if I don't get some of it from him, 
in some shape or another. 'Twould be 
odd enough^ if I, John Popkin the white^ 
weren't a match any way for Quaco the 
black* 

Re-'Cnter Quaco. 

Pop. Well ! delight o* my eyes ! what 
art grinning for^ from year to year f 

Quaco. Massa's friend ! — ^Massa's good 
friend, he coming up. 


A DRAMA. 1^1 

Pdp; He ! — who is comiiig up ? 

Quaco. {Rubbing hii hands.) Massa 
Ottriow* 

Pop. Dance! didnH I tell you^ not 
at home to Walkers» 

Quaco. Well, he no Wdker-~no Mr. 
Walker, he Mr. Onslow. 

Pop. (Aside.) Blundering blackamoor 
blockhead ! {Abntd,) Well^ off with you 
down to the hall, and get your luncheon 
now> while I settle this Onslow. 

(Exeunt Quaco and Popkin.) 


*i 


SCENE III. 
Changes to another Apartment, 

* 

Mr. Onslow, alone. 

Mr. Ons. At last I have got in*-^nd 
at last I hope I shall see Mrs. St. Albans. 
{To Popkin, uho enters.) Will you be so 
good. Sir, as to let Mrs. St. Albans know 
that I MTi here, and-——- 
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Pop. {Intempting.) Mrs. St. Albans^ 
Sir f-^Mrs. Si. Albans not at home^ Sir. 

Mr. 0ns. I fancy. Sir, . you are mis<» 
taken. 

Pop. Mistaken ! — no. Sir, 'tis morally 
impossible I should be mistaken. 

Mr. 0ns. (With an uir of authority.) 
You will please. Sir, to go and inquire. 

Pop. [Submitting^ and obeying for a 
moment ; but after moving a few steps^ re* 
turns, and resuming his saucy air and tone.) 
What name shall I say. Sir? 

Mr. 0ns. Do not you know who I 
am. Sir ? 

Pop. I beg pardon. Sir — I may 
have happened to see you before, but we 
see so many gentlemen here. I partly 
recollect your face now. Sir, — ^but. Sir, 
candidly, I have the most treacherous 
memory now in life for some physio- 
gnomies. 

Mr. 0ns. {Haughtily.) Take your phy- 
siognomy out of my presence. Sir, and 
give this card to Mrs. St. Albans* 


P^. {Holds the card up to the light, 
and reads the name.) Oh, I see — ^Onslow, 
Sip.-^I beg' pa^rcloD, but I^m tinfortinatdy 
a little sear^sighted sometimes. [Tumt 
on Mr hetly and Esrit.) 

Mr.^ 0ns. And very nnpertiflent a/- 
wa^. — ^There's a pvppy now.— ^Ooe of 
those imi8fliices> callfed a fine fbutman^ 
which some foolish fine people are pleas* 
ed to keep in their houses to insult their 
g«Kats> "Mrt^ their fbrtunes, dtebaie the 
matincfri^, and corrupt the- morals of their 
cHtldren ! But such a^feflow as that now^ 
would'notbe sniffered in anyftmily, sure 
of its olftim to just hereditary sway, or 
conscious of the true dignity of personal 
merit. — No, no, — 'Ijs only amoilg these 
new-made honoris.— — Ha! who comes 
here?'— ^My lady herself, who is as much 
too civil as \keT people are too rude. — ^Now 
for her superfluity of breeding, and her 
airs of protection. — Grant me patiencOj 
heaven ! 


I 
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Enter Lady Courtington. 

Lady C My dear Mr. Onslow^ I'm 
so vastly glad, Iquite delighted to see you^. 
— and I'm so sorry my lord's out of town^ 
he would be so charmed to cultivate 
your acquaintance. 

Mr.^Ons. Your ladyship does me 
honor. 

. Lady C. Oh,^ now don't talk of honor 
— ^there's no honor between friends.-'*-^ 
we must get you to come some day, and 
eat a bit of mutton with us in a family 
way, — and your son, Mr. Arthur Onslow^ 
that was at Eton with my son^ and that 
is so clever, my Beauchamp tells me — 
you must present him to me, or rather 
to my lord ; for my lord I'm sure, would 
be happy to speak of him to our friends; 
and you know its advantageous to a 
young man, to be spoken of in certain . 
circles. 

Mr. 0ns. No doubt — ^your ladyship 
IS very good. — But may I ask. Madam, 
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at what hour you think I have the best 
chance of finding Mrs. St, Albans at 
home^ that we may settle about the 
guardianship^ 

Lady C. {With affected simplicity.) 
Guardianship ! — Oh ajre^ I did heaf 
something, but I know nothing of busi- 
ness of any kind.^---Only now I recollect 
I did hear Mrs. St* Albans this mornings 
I think, say that she would write to you 
to-day about it: I conclude she did not 
wish to trouble you to come. 

Mr. 0ns. Write !-^but I came to town 
for the express purpose of seeing her; 
and this is the second time I have waited 
upon her by her particular desire, and 
punctually at the hour she. did me. the 
honor to name. 

Lady C. Yet jfou have missed eaph 
other. — Now that is so provoking.-r-But 
this is always the way in Lon'on. There 
was I and the Duchess of Beltravers, 
ruiming after one another all last week i 
and my poor friend, Mrs* St. Albans^ 
ivho is not used to Lon'on, is always en^* 

Kg 
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tangling herself in crossing engagements. 
^Sball I tell yon the truth ? 

Mr. Ons. If your ladyship pleases. 

Lady C. Mrs. St. Albans is this mo- 
ment at a china-auction. 
' Mr. Ons. {With indignant ofiomshment.) 
At a china»auction ) 

£iaefy C. And to be-qurte candiidbwith 
you, I am morally certain she ivill nofe 
he at iibme till dinnei?«time. 

Mr^ Ons. Then my pnesence might 
have been spared. ->-^Madam, you will do 
me.>the favor to let Mfts. St. Albahs know 
that I Bbali leave toy^n early to«morrow 
morning. 

Lady C I certainly will.— Adieu then» 
my good Mr. Onslow, since it must be 
so, — and Mrs. St. Albans. shall write. — 
Tm so sorry my loFd's not at home. 
{Lady Courtington watches Mr. Onslow^ 
as in much perturbation he is looking for 
his'hat and cane — she presents the cane to 
himr-^/ie bows, and^ going.) (Aside.) Fairty 
got.rid of bim.^^Now I may give myself 
eredit. 


Enter Mrs. St 
languid We: 
opposite to i 
going out. 
Onslow> ti 
backs to M\ 
ing her voii 

Mrs. SL a 
Mr. 0ns. 
glad to se^ yi 
auction. 

Lady C. 1 

you would I 

auction till d 

( Lady Coux 

St. Albai 

Mrs. St. 

Mrs. St. A 

turned '—detai 

I awake> or an 

have been in 

London^ and 

dreams. — For 

Courtington^ 


198 THE TWO' GUARDIANS^ 

you truly told me yesterday, I am not 
yet half up to a London life. 

Lady C. \Aside) Nor ever will be, 
most stupid of dawdlers ! 

Mr. Ons. {Aside.) So much the better. 

Mrs. St. Alb. So the sooner I leave 
town the better. 

Lady C. Leave it ! — Oh, heaven for- 
bid ! — ^I won*t hear of that — and you are 
absolutdy bound in duty, and by your 
maternal tenderness, to Ifve in town for 
your son's sake, to give him all the ad- 
vantage of the best masters. 

Mr. Ons. {Smiling.) Coachmen, grooms, 
and footmen, inclusive ; who, if not the 
best, are, it must be allowed^ the most 
successful, and ^^ the most approved 
good masters" of our young nobility and 
gentry- 

Lady C. Shocking satirical creature! 
— ^But all that depends on the tutor, if 
you have but a tutor you can rely upon ; 
and my lord and I have twenty in our 
eye for St. Albans, the one better than 
the other. — There's Mr, What*s-his- 
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name, my dear — a famous man, who was 
with the young Duke of Behravers abroad. 
— ^There's no going beyond him. 

Mrs. St. Alb. I do not know. — I am 
not quite satisfied. 

Lady C. Well then, my dear, satisfy 
yourself by all means. — You shall see 
them all. — We'll have a bevy — a levee of 
tutors for you.— -I'll write notes directly. 
Popkin 1 

Mrs. St. Alb. I beseech you, my dear 
Ijady Courtington, give me time to 
breathe — to think. 

Enter Popkin. XmcIi/ Courtington nods 
— Popkin makes a pirouette, and Exit, 
saying — " I wish people would know 
" their own minds.'* 

Lady C [To Mrs. St. Albans.) Time 
to breathe and welcome, my dear. All I 
know is, I expect my lord in town every 
hour, and I am sure my lord will think 
nothing of the trouble of being acting 
guardian. 

JMlrs. St. Alb. Lord Courtington is very 
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good.*^ You are very kind, my dmr Lady 
Courtingtou.~*I have not beard Mr. 
Onslow say one word yet. 

Mr. Ons. 1 trusted that words were 
unnecessary^ to convince Mrs. St. Albans 
that she may command any services in 
my power* 

' Mrs: St. Alb. Then in the^ first place^ 
my good Sir^ I am anxious to know what 
you think of my son. — ^Pray tell me freely 
all his faults. 

Lady C. And has SL Albans any 
faults ? 

. Mrs. St. Jib. Have you seen any 
thing wrong in his disposition i 
. Mr. Ons. Nothing — he is candid, ge- 
nerous, and full of noble ambition. 

.Mrs. St. Alb. True — true — most true ! 
— thank you — thank you, Mr. Onslow. 

Lady C. (Aside.) I have praised St. 
Albans a hundred times more, yet this 
foolish mother never thanked me half as 
much. [Aloud.) How well Mr. Onslow 
has seized our dear St. Albans's cha* 
racter. 
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Mr. Qm. Character !\ Madam^ I said 
not one word of his character — I spoke 
only of his disposition. — His character is 
not yet formed ; that will depend 

Mu. St. Alb. {Eagerly.) Oii what ? 
Oh, tell me ! 

Mr. Ons. On the friendships he forms^ 
the company he keeps, and the manner 
in which he spends his time, during the 
next few years of his life. 

Lady C. The company is the grand 
thing, — It is so essential. — It is the ruin 
of young men of fortune, hot to keep thfe 
best company early « 

Mr. Ons. Certainly. — By the best Com- 
pany I do not, however, ml^an the most 
fashionable. 

Lady C. [Aside.) Then he is a bear. 

Mr. Ons. And at St. Albans's age, and 
with his ardent imagination, I should 
fear for him the temptations, the facilities, 
of a fashionable life in a capital city. , 

Lady C Excuse me, Mr. OYifelow. — ^ 
*Tis certainly very presumptuous in me 
tospeiik, who am only a woman .r— But. 
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you knoWi my dear Mrs. St, Albans^ 
the cleverest men may be sometimes a 
little prejudiced ; and gentlemen^ who 
have lived much in retirement^ let them 
be ever so liberal^ when they come to 
town are apt, I observe, to see every 
thing en noir. Now what I say is, that 
town *s town, and the world 's the world ; 
and for young men of fortune, who are 
born to live in the world, the sooner th^ 
see something of it the better. 

Mr. Oas: Young men ! — but are not 
we at present speaking of boys ? 

Mrs. St. Alb. Certainly, St. Albans is 
still but a boy. 

Lady C. -Oh, my dear Sir — (To Mrs. 
St. Albans.) Ob, my dear Madam, if 
you love me, if you love St. Albans^ 
don't «all him a boy. — Boys are in my 
opinion the most horrid animals in na- 
ture; and one charming thing in Lon'on 
is, you never see boys. 

Mr Ons. That is the very thing of 
which I complain. — ^They are all men 
before their timo^ — Men when they 


A DRAMA. ^03 

should be boys, and boys wben they 
should be men* 

iMdy C. Well, my dear Mrs. St. Al- 
bans, leave your son with me and my 
lord * and I'll engage that he shall never 
be at any time of his life, that odious 
creature, a boy. ^ 

Mr. Ons. My dear Mrs. St. Albans, 
leave your son with me, and I will 
engage that at some period of his life, he 
shall be that admirable creature, a man. 

Lady C. A man ! — plain man ! — 
but IMl engage to make him a man of 
fashion. 

Mr. Ons. I shall be satisfied with his 

continuing to be what he is, a gentleman. 

• Lady C. Mrs. St. Albans is to decide 

In short, which of her friends she prefers 

'for her son's guardian. 

Mrs. Si. Jib. My dear friends, if I 
could decide without being ungrateful to 
one— ^without offending either. 

Lady G. For my part, I must confess 
I could never forgive a slight on this 
occasion shewn to my lord; and as td 
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myself, fond as I am of St. AlfaMis,. I 
should indeed feel it very extraardinaiy^ 
unkind, and ungrateful, if you did not 
think proper to leave him with usi 

Mr. 0ns. For my paxt, I declare--^ 
and I venture to make the declaration, ia 
the iiame of Mrs. Onslow, as well as my 
own, that we shall not think it in the 
least extraordinary, unkind, or ungrateful, 
if you. Madam, should not think proper 
to let your son live with us. Therefore 
put all fear of offending us out of the 
question, and decide on that which yoa 
think best for your son. 

Mrs. St. Alb. Since I have two friends, 
and that my son has two guardians, why 
should not we avail ourselves of the kind- 
ness of both.— Might not St. Albans live 
in the winter in town with Lord and Lady 
Courtington, and in the country in sum- 
mer with Mr. Onslow ? 

Mr. 0ns. Excuse me, my dear Ma-* 
dam, — I cannot be this mere summer 
friend. — If I act as guardian, if I take 
charge of your son, I must have the entire 
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Gam of biw.--^I camot be^ answarabte for 
measures which I do not guide. 

LaAfC. (Aside.Y Mercy! sucbabold^ 
such aa unexpected* stroke^^nid {abserv- 
mg Mrs. St. Albans^ who seems in great 
perjiexHy) she he6itates>I 

Enter St. Albans. 

St. AW. Oh^ my dear mother ! JuH- 
ana is the most charming-^— (jB^ stops 
short on seeing Mr. Onslow^ and says) Mr. 
Onslow^ I didn^t know you were here. 
{While St. MbzxkB adoances to embrace 
Mr. OnsloWy Lady Courtiugton ex* 
claims^ Oh ! St. Albans^ oh ! — and 
faUs into hysterics. — Mrs. St^ Albans 
supports her.) 
St. Alb. Good heavens {----What is the 
matter ? 

Mrs. St. Alb. My dear Lady Court- 
kigton^ compose yourself. 

Si. Alb. Salts ! — water ! — air ! — Qua- 
co 1 — Popkib ! 

Mr. 0ns. Who waits there 1--^Send 
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your lady's woman here, if you please. 
Sir. 

(7b Popkio, who erUers, and exit, say^ 
ingy as he turns on his heel — aside^ 
Well sobbed ! well done, my lady !) 

St. Alb. My dear Lady Courtington, 
what is the matter ? 

Lady C. The matter !— Oh i oh ! — 
{sobbing.) You — ^you — ^you, St. Albans, 
are the cause of it al]» . * 

St. Alb. I ! — I ! — what hare I done ? 
{Kneels — tajces Lady CourtingtonV hand, 
and speaks in a tone of great tenderness.) 
My dear Lady Courtington, how un- 
grateful I should be !«— My dearest Lady 
Courtington ! 

Lady C. Oh, don't !— don't call me 
your dearest Lady Courtington ! Don't ! 
don't kneel I — Come not near me, your 
mother does not chuse it — does not ap- 
prove* 

St. Alb. My mother, impossible ! — 
Lady Courtington does not know what 
she is saying. — Oh, Mr. Onslow, send 
jiomebody for a physician. 
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Mr.Ons. {Jside to St. Albans.) Take 
it quietly, my boy. — (Ladjf Courtington 
rises, but continues sobbing.) 

Enter Clarke and Popkin with water, 

salts, hartshorn, STc. 

Miss Clarke. Oh, my lady— heavens 
above ! — unlace. 

Mrs. St. Jib. if we could get her to 
lier own room, CIarke« 

Miss Clarke, Lean on me, my lady# 

Mrs. St. Alb. And on me* 
(Lady Courtington leans on Miss Clarke, 

but refuses to lean on Mrs. St. Albans*) 

Lady C. No, no ! 

Mr. Ons. {Aside, in an ironical tone.) 
Motions Mrs. St. Albans away with dig^^. 
nity ! 

St. Alb. ' Lean on me. Lady Courting- 
ton. 

Lady C. Yes, you are not ungrate* 
ful, 1 hope ! — I hope ! — {sobbing,) — I 
trust. 

(Lady Courtington again motions Mrs. 
S't. Albans away, who then desists 
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from JfAkming her. Popkin clears 
the wayy earring scdUy Xc.—^Exit 
Lady Courtington^ kanwg^ on Clarice 
and St. Albans.) 

Mr. Oils. True sensibility !-^Quite a 
French scene ! — ^Fine stage effect ! 

Mrs. St. AW. Stage effect !-~Is it pos- 
sible that you can think so } 

Mr. 0ns. My dear Madam, never 
mind what I think, for you know I am 
a poor country gentleman, who sees every 
thing en nair. 

Mrs. St. Mb. But, indeed, Mr. On- 
slow, though Lady Courtington is a little 
of a fine lady, and perhaps a little af- 
fected. ■ 

Mr. 0ns. Not a little. 

Mrs. St. Jib. Yet she really has be^i 
80 kind to us. 

Mr, 0ns. For her own purposes, per* 
haps? 

Mrs. St. Albi Oh, no — there you do 
her injustice. 

Mr. Ons. I hope so. 

Mrs. St. Alb. I have not, to be sure. 
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■• 

seen or known any thing of her since we 
were children and 8chool*fellows-*-bttt 
she was then so open-hearted ! 

Mr. 0ns. Possibly then. 

Mrs. St. Alb. And she is at all events 
our relation — near relation. So I mwt 
wish to keep well with her ; and you see^ 
she will be offended for ever, if I do not 
let St. Albans spends at least half the 
year with her. I know my son would 
be better far with you, but 

Mr. 0ns. But you would sacrifice the 
good of your child to the hysteric fit of 
an affected fine lady. Forgive me if I seem 
harsh :-^but. Madam, you must— (as an 
old friend^ permit me to speak plainly) — 
You must have the strength of mind to 
prefer the right to the expedient, or you 
ruin your son. I am obliged to leave 
town early to-morrow. This night I shall 
expect your decision, Madam--«not with- 
out anxiety. {Exit Mr. Onslow.) 

Mrs. St. Alb. Ruin my son ! — terrible 
thought! — but has he any particular 
reasons for objecting to this family^ I 
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should have asked. I should have urged 
him more on that point ; and I should 
have inquired about Newmarket. — ^Oh! 
I always think of what I ought to have 
said and done, when the .time for speak- 
ing and acting is over. 

(Exit Mrs. St.. Albans.) 


I 

SCENE IV. 

Ladif Courtingtoris Hall. 

Beauchamp and Blagrave. 

• 

Beau. The rain's over— Kag^ con- 
found k, bring the horses ta the door. 

Bla. Why! — how can I bring the 
horses to the door. Sir, when they ha'n't 
brought back Cycloppedy, which that 
confounded black Quaco forgot to be 
took to be shod. 

Beau. Curse him \ he oug^t to be 
flogged. 

Bla. He ought so^ for there's no nia* 
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Daging them blacks^ nor breeding 'em to 
have the sense or memory of a Christian^ 
without flogging of it into them^ they 
say ', on account they've not the feeling 
we have. 

Beau. ( Walking up and down, fretting 

and swearing.) C -se it!— Confound 

'em all in one bag ; — so I'm to lose my gal- 
lop ! — and between blacks, and guar- 
dians, and quadrilles, and hysterics^ we 
sha'n't get St. Albans out this day : — and 
may be, he's such a weathercock, he 
may change his mind about Caca££>gOj 
after all. 

Bla. Why, that's the point, your ho- 
nor, — that's what 1 be afear'd o' my life 
of; and of his smelling out some'at 
about them white hairs at the knees, 
where he's marked by the falK 

Beau. But, luckily, St. Albans is no 
great jockey. 

Bla. No, — as to jockey, he is no 
match for your honor, that is, when our 
two heads be together. — But I hope your 
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boiior w<»i't forget the five guineas yom 
was prom isiog. 

Beau. Mam*— here's my sister^ — ^step 
off yourself^ Blagrave^ do, to the forge^ 
and try and get Cycloppedy back, and 
I'll get St. Albaas out yet before dinner. 

Bla. So best'-^to strike while iron's 
hot, your honor. {Exii Kagrave.) 

Enter JuHana/r(?m the opposite side. 

JuL Well, brother, do you know 
what is to be now ? 

Beau. Not I, — more hysterics, may be. 

JuL No, no, — that's all over; and 
mamtna's herself again. Mrs. St. Albans 
has just been with her, and they are all 
upon velvet; for it is agreed that St. Al- 
bans is to decide entirely for himself 
which of the guardians he is to live with -; 
and wbioh ever he chuses, will be the 
acting guardian as they call it, and the 
other is not to act at all : — and you may 
be sure papa will be the man, — I'd lay 
my life upon it, St. Albans will stay with 
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U£^; for h^tweea yoq. aod I, you m^et 
saw a man so mu^, ao sMiaasly in love 
in your life. 

jE^au. Much in love^-^-^iye^ bill; mm^ 
and seriousl^MeLiwo thinj^aiu]) ifit^b^^ 

/{//. To twenty-one! as if a man 
couldn't be seriously in love, and seriously 
married too, before he's twenty-one, with 
consent of course, when papa's guardian, 
you know. 

Beau. I know. — I'm not so sanguine 
as you are, Ju-^^and I must go and see 
about Cacafogo. {Exit Beauchamp.) 

Juliana, ahne. 

Cacafogo ! — selfish animal ! that bro- 
ther of mine is, — thinks of nothing but 
himself and Cacafogo. — Now would not 
it, after all, be an odd thing, if I was to be 
married before I am outs — not so odd 
neither — stranger things have happened. 
There was Lady Gould married quite 
out of the nursery, and pretty little Mrs. 
what's-her-name, married, to my certain 
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knowledge, before she had ever sat up ta 
supper. — I own I'm a friend' to early 
marriages—^" Mrs. St. Albans's carriage 
stops the way !*' — bow delightful that 
would be ! ■ ■ ■ w aitld be 'i^-^wiU be, you'll 
see> in spite of my brother's incredulity. 


END OP ACT 11. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE L 

Lord Courttngton^s HalL 

Enter Popkio^ siriging. 

Not a man in the square. 
With me can compare. 
For a shape, and a face, and a leg, and an air> 
Ffl venture to swear. 
Not a man of 'em dare 
Give an answer so tart. 
Then turn off so smart. 

' But hark !*^here's . Blagrave singing^ 
his own praises tQO»-t-like to be a Dutch 
concert. 

JEnter Blagrave^ singing. 

'* Here's long trotting Tpm, to Finger-the*rein8» 
** And tip all the go by, from Lon'on to Staines/' 
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^op. Bravo^ Blag ! 

Bla. Well^ now> what I was sajring^ 
is^ if so be I was bom a gentleman^ or 
the son of the likes^ I'd never of all 
things be stingy in the article of horse- 
flesh. And^ hang me, but I'd cut sach 
a dash upon the road !«~adds dickens- 
Then, mark me, my grooms and out-riders 
should be the beat .appMDtM d'ye see^ 
and as to my coachman, by the blessings 
I'd gi' him wlttkt they' call cart^blanck^ to 
keep up my name, — for the coachman's 
the great point at the last; and if a gentle* 
man's olosectliere^.whyj there's. nothope of 
him. 

Pop. No hope of him, !f he's not 
genteel to his own man, and footman too. 

Bla. Belike — for sartin, o' course. — 
Now what I say, is, my lord 's free 
enough betting, and &at on: the tarf>-~ 
and for he a nobleman, to be sure> Teiy 
proper. But then see his coachman is not 
magnified proportionably 1 — and again, 
even .Mr.»Beaucfaampp see he's food 
enough of cutting a dash-nqprnres^BOtbing 
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for that — ^^but then, not the true thing 
neither; I scarce knows the chink of his 
gold, nor the crumple of his paper. — ^Too 
close about his purse strings ! — St. Albans 
for my money. 

Pop. 'Tis he that's open*handecl, and 
plays away with the cash, — ^gave him 
back a ten pound note I found in his 
waistcoat pocket last night, he know'd 
nothing of, aud he made me, slap-dash, 
a present of it, and we'll tip it off in 
champagne. 

Bla. Then I declare it's a shame for 
me and master, what we are at, but I'll 
make it up to St. Albans. I'll teach him 
to drive as well as any young man in all 
England, and that's what old Onslow 
would never do till doomsday, though his 
groom was shewing o' nrie he has good 
horses too. 

Pop. Ay, give the devil his due. Blag. 

Bla. And for master St. Albans, if 
I ha' the training o' him, he shall by 
and by, give the go-by to Mr. Beau- 

L 


^ 
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champ his self^ on the box; and who 
could do as much for him as that, I want 
to know ? But if my lord should not come 
up in time, and there should be a huff. 
— ^Bobs I here's master Beauchamp, and 
St. Albans to boot. 

Enter Beauchamp and St. Albans. 

Beau. Come, St. Albans — come along 
—here's the horses — here's CJacafogo.— 
{aside to Blagrave.) Blag, throw in your 
good word for Cacafogo. 

St. Alb. Now for a fine gallop in the 
park, before dinner. 

^opkin presents his whip, hat, and ghees, 
officiously to St. Albans.) 

Bla. And I'll be bound your honor 
will like Cacafogo, better than any horse 
you ever crossed. 

St. Alb. We shall have time for a good 
nde, — we shall not dine till eight, shall 
we? 
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Pop. Nine, more likely. Sir,— Wait- 
ing for my lord. 

Bla. So light in hand ! — no daisy cut- 
ter ! — ^up to the hounds ! — near thorough 
bred — ^sound as a roach ! — Worth any 
money to a gentleman. 

{Exit St. Albans and Beaucbamp,yb/- 
l&wed by Blagrave. ) 

Popkin, dbne. 

" Wine, water, wodmdj 
** Are men's ruin, 
'* Say« wise Professor Vander Bruin.*' 


But he said n(^hiog of Iborseig, mr 
Goachmen, nor grooms ^ and there your 
Mr. Vander Bruin, wise as he was— -was 
oiit— or I'm wrong. Never saw one now 
nrach more like than young Mr. St. AI* 
bans, to run, what the wise ones call, the 
rocid to ruin,-^with my lord for his guar- 
dian, and my lady for his guide. ^ Why^ . 
he's as eai^y led, I can turn him with my 
finger and thumb -, and Blag the same, 
who is riather aukward too.^ — ^Then Mr. 
Beauchamp, how he has him ! — and for 

L2 ^ I 
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Miss Juliana ! she'll not be Miss Joliana 
long, or my name's not Popkin. {ExiL) 


« I » 1 1 1 


SCENE 11. 

* 

Lady Courtingtan's DrawingrRooiH^ 
Lady Courlington a/zd^Jiiliana. 

Lady C. So fair, '&o good. — ^Indeed, my 
Juliana, I am quite of your opinion, — I 
have the utmost dependance upon the 
amiability of our young friend's disposi- 
tion, and I have no doubt that things will 
every way turn out as we wish, 

. Jul. If papa were but come. — ^But 
'tis so aukward, his not being here to 
day. 

Lady C. My dear, he will certainly be 
here to day. 

Jul. And when we have a dinner*- 
party too ! 

Ladjf C. But; my dear, don't I tell 
you, I expect him every minute. 
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luL Yes, mamma, I know- you ex-^ 
{>ect him— but I know that when once 

papa gets to Newmarket dofi't you 

recollect how he disappointed you last 
year, when the Burrells were asked, and 
Vm shockingly afraid-^ 

Lady C. The gentlemen wonH come 
from the House till very late ; I hear they 
expect a long debate. — ^My lord will 
certainly be liare before dinner. 
' JuL La! we sh^U have to wait a pro-^- 
digious time.'-r-If the gentlemen don't* 
come, I'm sure I hope the ladies will be 
so kind to stay away too. • 

Lady C. Yes, I do hope my friend 
!Lady Minchin won't have the awkward- 
ness to be coming so early as she did on 
Tuesday, — she should know better, sure- 

Jul. *Twas not awkwardness, she 
does know better. I know very well 
why she does it— the Miss Minchins like 
to come early, to have a chance of seeing 
i3ftore of somebody. But they are my 
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friend^, and I say ai>tbiQgr--onIy one 
ean't h/elp having eyes. 

Lady C. And very fine ones^ too*-~ 
Let me look at you, my dear — let me sem 
haw yoa are dres9ed«~«Not ill — prettjr 
well — stay — ^here 1 — there l^-^tbat's rights 
BOW it will all. do ;-^**but sitting up daocing 
so late since the St.Alban&'s have be^^n 
with msj has certainly, my deav JutiaiWy 
lowered your aatural oolour shockingly^ 
and I mast have yoa look, in bloom to- 
aigbt.-r( Utdecks a caHn^t, takes mt n^ge, 
and Tougts J uliaQa>MjiiHi^,)Tberie-^litlle, 

a very little -just to give your natural 

Colotfr-*-^that is quite fair, you know. 

Jvl. Oh dear, yes, — ^and indeed every 
body does it now ; so it would be very 
unfair if I had not the same advan- 
tage. 

Lady C. That is the thing,^ when t^i^ry 
body does it, — really one is forced, if one 
lives in the world-<-(and who could live 
out of it ?) — to do so many things, and 
submit to so many things oaa does not 
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like or i^pprove. But if the pripoiples we 
pure> that is the gri^i^d tbipg — and the 
ta^ ^nsophistiqjatecl. — My dear, I hope 
you have practised for to night, that 
lovely little sqpg-^th^^^ iiew air of " Sim^ . 

Jul. Yes, dear Maaunit, I have it 
quite perfect, and I have piit new w^rda 
to it of my own; but perhaps you mean 
'^ Sympathy,*' for it was that, if you recoU 
lect, St. Albans liked so particularly. 

Lady C ' Was it ? I forgot.r-Well let 
i}s hear them btotb^ and then I ^an tell 
which will do best. 

Jul. Dear Mamma, shall I begin with 
*« Sympathy " or with " Simplicity ?" 

Lady C. " iSimj^/zc^/'-^Begin with 
" Simplicity** of course, and end with 
^^ Sympathy** — Be quick, be quick, before 
Mrs. St. Albans comes down from her 
toilette. 

Jul. [Placing her harp) Time enough. 
Ma'am, for Mrs. St. Albans is always the 
slowest creature at her toilette, as at 
every thing else. 


2S4 TftE TWO GUARDIANS: 

* • ^ 

Lady C True, my dear. — Bat recol* 
lect she is the mother of St. Albans. — 
Come, pray now, let us have " Simplicity **• 
before any body comes in. (Juliana seat-^ 
ing herself at the harp in a fine attitude.) 

Lady C. No, no, that won't do. — 
Juh'ana, that looks, my love, too studied 
for simplicity. 

Jul. [Changing her attitude.) Well this. 
Ma'am ? 

Lady C. Nor that. — ^There's too much 
of the old St. Cecilia in that. — Ah ! now 
if you please — that's charmingly natural. 
— Simplicity herself! — ^Begin. 

Juliana sings. 

No ^tis not Beauty's idol powV, 
No 'tis not Beauty's blazipg hour ; 
'Tis not the fascinating face, 
Th' ideal form of floating grace. 

'Tis the wild charm of nascent youth. 
The halcyon pledge of love and truth, 
Th' insidious blush, the tell-tale eyes 
Of sweet Simplicity, I prize ! 

Lady C. So simple ! begin with that 
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Vy all means. — ^And now for " -Sywt-. 
pathyj^ before the Minchins come. 

Jul. ( Clearing her throat. ) * ' Sympathy ** 
i6 very trying, it goes so high and so low. 

Lady C. Tlrne, my dear; but nothing 
is too 'high or too low for you. 

Juliana ^2>2^^. 

Beyond the voice of high controul, 

.Still ehhing, flowing tide of soul; 

Magnetic power, ethereal dart. 

That wounds, and warms, and sooths the heart. 

Sxtatic anguish 1 — mystic sway. 
Thy moonlight hliss, thy mournful day. 
Thy tear, thy smile, thy touch divine. 
Oh, heav'n-horn Sympathy he mine 1 

Lady C. A touch divine indeed, Ju- 
liana ! — Quite beyond the Miss Minchins. 
— St. Albans will be enchantad. — Encore 
— " Oh, heaven-born Sympathy." 


Juliana sings again. 

Thy tear, thy smile, thy' touch divine, 
Ob, beav'n-bom Sympathy be mtnel 

L3 
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Enter Clarke precipitateh/^ with a look and 
' voice calculcUed to raise great alarm. 

Clarke. Ob^ my ladj! — Cfb, Mist 
Julianm .'-^here's a oatastroph^ ! 

Lady C. . Catastrophe ! #hafc do you 
mean^ Clarke ? 

Jul. Catastrophe ! speak^ Clarke^ can't 
you? 

Clarke. Oh dear me ! stars abome 1 — 
I'm sent to break it to my lady— but Tm 
so nervous ! — and yet I can't bear another 
should have the telliDg it. — ^Mr* St. AI* 
bans^ Ma'am, that has got such a fall 
from his horse. 

Lady C. Heavens ! — and before the 
gi^rdwi is named. 

Jid. Mercy! — I told BeauiQhamp it 
would be so. 

« • 

Enter Popkin. 

Pop. CacafogO) my lady» that fell 
with Mr» St. Atbaiui oq the 


Clarkf. And l^flt him lyii^g for ^ense* 
1^96 and speechless. 

P^. Senseless^ Miss Clarke? npt aft 
all^ nor speechlessr— quite the cpntr^ry — 
fi>r ^]shi$ $ho.Qlderi$ out, and be wasleft^ 
screeching with the pain — ^yoa mighft 
bear him^ they say, the length of the 
street. 

, Jul. I don't believe one word of itr<^ 
oise I should faiat, certainly, 

Clarke. 'Tis certain, sure las J stand 
herP) my lady> that be bad a confusion 
on his ^kull. 

Jul: Contusion do say at any rate* 
Clarke, and I ^on't bel^ve it^ — ^ it 

r 

would kill ipe. 

Hady C. Call Quaco to me, PopkiB^ 
this instant. 

Pop. My lady, he's not within call. — 
He just darted in aud out like an arrqiv> 
with a bottle of opodeldoc under bis .arm. 
Ma'am. — Bi;it what ipatter, wl^ep I s?lw 
Blagrave himself. 

Lady C. Call Qlagrave ! you district 
me. — Call Blagrave, Popkin. [ 


««S THE TWO G(^AltDIANS; 

Pop. {CalUng behind the scenes.) Some- 
body there ! call Blagrave up to my 
Jady. 

LadyC. Clarke, ran and stop Mrs. 
St. Albans from coming down, and don't 
let her hear any thing. 

Clarke. La, my lady, she has heard 
all — every sentence — from her own mil- 
ktto woman, who run up like crazed, 
before I could lay down my cup of tea 
out of my hand. 

Lady C. Heavens ! I must go to Mrs. 
St. Albans-^no, I must stay — I must 
hear-i— 

'Jul. Blagrave's coming! — Now we 
shall have it all, and I dare say it is all 
lies. 

Enter Blagrave. 

' Clarke. Very well, Miss Juliana, 
you'll find his shoulder is out. — Blagrave, 
didn't Quaco tell me Mr. St. Albans's 
shoulder's out ? 

JBla. No.-^He told you, he didn't 
|k:uow but the shoulder was out. 
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Pop. There 1 Miss Clarke. . 

Lady C. Silence ! — speak, Blagrave. — •' 
How was it ?— Where is St. Albans ? — ' 
and where is my son ? 

Bla. MV. Beaachamp 's below^ . my- 
lady^ with my lord — who's just returned 
from Newmarket. 

Lady C. My lord arrived! that's, 
fortunate ! — Popkin, go and tell my lord 
I beg to see him immediately. 

Bla. My lady, my lord's dressing — 
I seed his own man. 

Pop. But 1 say, Blagrave, did not 
Mr. St Albans get a fall that left him 
senseless on the stones, from Cacafogo. 

Bla. Why, my lady, [turning from 
Clarke to Lady Conrtington) it was not 
the horse's fau't. It was . Master St. 
Albans that threw Cacafogo down. He 
could not piili him in coming through 
the park-gate, so when the horse come 
on the stones he tripped, and threwed 
the young gem'man — and this here, my 
lady, is the real state o' the case. — ^As for 
Cacafogo — - 
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Lady C. {Interrupting. ) Cacafogo 1^— 
let me bear bo more about Cacafogo )< — 
Where is Mr. St. Albans hurt f 
, Bla. As to that. Ma'am, I can't sajr 
-^he was carried into a house, and they 
sent off for a surgeon. — So I do suppose 
he was hurted somewhere, nay lady. — ^But 
it wasn't Cacafogo's fE^u't, that's all I 
sartify. {Exit Kagrave.y 

Clarke. Here's Quaco back again, I 
declare! — Now we shall hear who is 
right and who is wrong. 

Enter Quaco. 

Sugeo. {Presents a note.) My lady- 
note from &f rs. St Albans. 

Lady C. A note from Mrs. Why ! 

Is not Mrs. St. Albans above stairs ? 

2uaco. My lady, no-^she wid massa. 

Lady C. How's this, Clarke ? — Pop- 
kin ! why was not I told? — How's this ? 
{La(^ CourtingtoB tears open her note, 
and reads) 

(Juliana retires^ and rubs the rouge from 
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her face-'^usLCO observes ber, but 
seems to take no notice.) 
Pop. It must have been while we was 
ail standing here^ that Mrs. St. Albans 
set off with herself. ' 

Clarke. True, for I seed her with my 
own eyes, when the miUetlo woman opened 
her door. Well, I own I couldn't haya 
believed Mrs. St. Albans could haire been 
so quick in her motions. 

Fop. The last pyerson in Christendoni^ 
next to a snail, I'd ha' suspected of steal- 
ing a march on one. 

/itl. {Advancing, and sighing.) Clarke, 
I was so terrified !-f-didn't I grow atjrik- 
ifigly pale ? 

Clarke. Pale as a sheet. Ma'am, on s 
sudden ! 

Lady C. No plaoe-^no date to this 
note! 

{Lady Courtiagton puts Mrs. St. Al- 
bans'^ note wrfo Juliana'^ /iawd-^Jidi- 
affiia rmds it, tchUe Lacfy CKNortiagton 
goes 'on speakmg to QH^co-r^Popkiu 
meanwhUe, tries to peep at the note 
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aoer JulianaV shouJder'^rQXw^i^ ea^ 
gerbf listens to QnacoV answers.) 

Lady C In . her hurry, dear . soul ! 
Mrs. St. Albans has forgot .to say where, 
she is. — Pray, Quaco, where is your 
poor master? 

Qiuaco. yiy lady, he lye on one sofa 
in one house — Park-lane. 

Ladjf C. Who took him . there ? 

Qmoco. Me — Qnaco, my lady, and de 
groom of Mr. Onslow. 

Lady C. How came Mr. Onslow's 
groom to have any thing to do with the 
business ? 

Quaco. Me no know, my lady — he 
riding — leading master's horse in street — 
me no see — me no know. 

Jvl. He knows nothing ever ! 

Lady C. But you were there yourself ? 

Qtuaco. My lady, yes. — Me was went 
widmessage for Mr. Popkey.— Me going 
thro' Park-lane— just me den see massa 
gallop— massa fall-r*me run up — ^me help 
lift'^^me help carry massa into honse-^ 
one house of very good lady. 
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' Lady C. Order the carriage to the 
door, Popkin. 

Pop. {Calling.) Somebody there t— 
order the carriage to the door for my lady. 

Lady C. You need not wait here, 
Popkin. 

Pop. [Aside) Need not I ? 

(Exit Popkin, after making a pirouette.) 

Jtd. Nor you need not wait, Clarke. 

Clarke. Come away, Quaco. — ^I was 
right, 'tis clear, about the shoulder — but 
nobody never even inquired. [Exit Mis9 
Clarke, with a toss — Quaco following. )- 

Lady C. Stay, Quaco. — About the. 
shoulder ? — your master's shoulder.— ^I 
was afraid to inquire. 

Jtd. And I was so afraid to hear the 
answer, — I ktfew I could not stand it — 
but I hope^— I hope, Quaco ? 

Quaco. [Aside.) Me see you no hope 
—you no fear — ^you no care — ^me tell you 
noting. 

Jul. [Aside to her mother.) Make him 
speak. Mamma, for he is as stupid as a 
post. 
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Ia^ C* My good little MXqw, dimH 
you comprehend the question we adk yon ? 

Suaco^ Quncp »o teH> pay lady. 

Z4^ C* W^ aak wb^tbcp yourodast^r'^ 
jboulder was put wt by th« fall ?.-r8upely 

you can tell that. 

Quaco. Qunco ua tellf. 

Xa<(y C Thea I caacl^$ tUf ra 13 no- 
thing in it. * 

Jul. So I said from the fir$t.«'««^Did 
they really send for a s«rgepn> pray ? 

Qmc^, Quaco no telK 

Jul {Te Lad^ Courtiogtw^ mdc.) JM 
you ever bear any thinjg lifce him, Mam- 
sia ? He provokes me 9iOPe tli^^n I eM 
express. (Aloud.) That's 9lK-r-YPil need 
not wait, Quaco. 

Suma. Tank ye. Miss. (Jsuie.) Glad ! 
get back to massa quick. {Exit Quaco.) 

Jul. Stupid black t-^They may 5ay 
what they will, but I am clear, Mamma» 
those negroes are all naturally inferior. 

Lady C Very true.-r--Bttt nay comfort 
M, my lord's arrived,-^! wish they'd 
make haste with the carriage.-^But | 
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doo't under$t£iad about that grooQQk-^ 
Was it old QnsJow's^ or ypwg OnsiQw'^ 
groom wA bors^s I 

luU I'm sure I cau'l; gues^^-*— But of 
couirse the lather and son have \^% ohq 
grooiOj a^ my brother say s^ they have but 
one horse betweep theiQ« 

Ladg^C. M^y be— prf^baWy.— ^AW I 
know is^ that this old Ouslow is always 
crossing me every where like my ^vil 
genius. 

Jul. And -that Arthur Onslow sticky 
to St* Albans oq every occa^iou like a 
bur» Uier^'a no shakiug him afft 

Lady C. Ring again for the carriage^^ 
-^^Tis the mosd: nervous thiug waiting — 
Blagrave's the slowest creature ! 

Jtjd. Such a coxcomb too ! \Ri3i^ing.\ 
Yet one likes to have a qoachman a bit 
of aposccomb^ and all one's people ind^. 

Enter Popkin. 

Pop. Carriage at the door, my lady. 

Lady C. Juliana, throw a veil over 
your head, and send Clarke with a shawl 
for me to my lord's room. {Going.) 
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- Adj Yes, Mamma. — But, Mamma>. 
you forget weVe company to dinner. 

Lady C. I'll settle all that with my lord^ 
• Jul. Then Fll get my veil — my Mech- 
lin veil. ' {Exit Juliana.)" 

Lady C. And^ Popkin^ order Quaco 
to go with the carriage. 

{Lady Courtington goifig, turns back 
when Fopkin speaks.) 

Pop. Quaco, my lady ! — ^he was off 
again the minute ever he was let out o' 
your 'sight, my lady^ — Sintie his master 
give him his liberty, there's no holding 
that black boy — I do verily biieve he's 
new made o' quicksilver.. 

Lady C. Very likely. — Then tell James 
to go with us-^and you'll be in attend* 
ance here/ (Exit Lady Gdurtington.) 

Popi Attendance ! now that's what I 
hate— 'specially, when I'm so cur'ous to 
see the windings-up and^nd of all things.. 
Be in attendance !-^That's cool ! — ^Con- 
found attendance, say I, {Exit Popkip. ) 
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SCENE in. 

Ladj/ Courting ton's Hall. 
Enter BlsLgrawe followed by Popkin. 

Bla. A word with you. Pop, afore my 
lady comes down^— I\e left James on the 
box. I'll tell ye a piece of my mind, — 
harkee ! Hang it ! I'm off, about this here 
horse — this Cacafogo^ 

Pop. Aye, aye, you got a tumble 
there. Blag. 

Bla. That's not it, I knew how that 
would be, man alive ! — ^but after all I did 
and said, and swore for him, here's mas- 
ter Beauqhamp wants to jockey me out 
of the five guineas he promised. I won't 
stay wi' he— I won't — I gi' him warning, I 
did ! — All too close fisted, one and all, for 
me. — I don't like a bone in any of their 
bodies, I don't. 

-Pop. Like I — who does ? But what o' 
that. Not for love, but for money's our 
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maxim, enH it^ Blag? And it's not what 
they give, but what we get, I reckon on. 

Bla. Why, Pop, I'm not clear we 
ben't in the wrong bo3^ there again, ac* 
cording to Onslow's groom. 

Pop. Hey, how's |hat?— What of 
Onslow's groom? 

Bla. I been having ti word o^ talk wi' 
he, and what do yoa think, but them 
Onslows has the finest place and home 
he tells, in all Backinghamshire, and the 
most looked up to in the country. 

Pop. Tale of a cock and a bull, and a 
roasted soldier ! what's thai to you and I, 
Blag? 

Bla. Why this,* — ^their sarvants has 
the finest time on't by all accounts — fine 
wages, punctual paid, good living, good 
usage, the best of masters and mistresses ! 

Pop. The best of flummery ! — ^fudge 
---country fudge.— I'm supprised. Blag, 
a man like you, that knows the town— ^ — 

Bla. Knows the town, — so I does, — 
but, harkee now. Pop. — ^What d'ye think 
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of their footman that riis to be butlef^ and 
come^d last year, to get from the mastei^ 
a farm of his own ; and what's more, in 
n^ opinion^ the old coachman, in the 
face o' the country, settled up in a neat 
box of his own, ^ith a green gate. Think 
o' that !-*-^Curse me if I didn't begin to 
set you and I down for a couple of fools, 
in ca-parison. 

Pop. Pshaw! There's picking every 
where for them that knows how, — but 
town's the go for men of five feet ten. 

Bla. Confound me ! tho', if I shouldn't 
like a house with a green gate, when I 
come'd to be foundered. 

Pop. Foundered ! Long till then, with 
me at least, — good legs these to stand 
upon, yet, I trust-- — 

Bla. You knows best — I've taken my- 
self off in time. 

Pop. I'll not make my bow. Blag, till 
I see how the guardianship goes. 

Bla. Why, then, I can tell you about 
that. 

Pop. What I Hey I— How! tell? 
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Bla. All I say is^— ^Obs1ow*s groom 
shewed the young genileinan, St. Albansi 
the white hairs on Cacafogo*s knees^ and 
I take it there's a break-up. The On- 
slows has him — mark you. 

Pop. Ha! — That's another case. — 
Thank ye, Blag» for the hmt,-.^now I 
know who's iu and who's oul^ I'll rat in 
4iine Here's my lady. 

£la. Dang it ! I'm off. 

{•Exit Blagrave.) 

JEyiter Lady Oourtington. 

Lady C. Corne^ come, Juliana, my 
lord kept me unconscionably. — Where's 
my shawl ? 

Jul. Here, mamma, 

Pop. {Stepping forward ready to bcfto.) 
My lady, if you please, I'd a word of con- 
sequence to say — [Exit Lady Courting- 
ton, xvithoiit listening.) Miss Courtington, 
you please to tell my Lady — [Exil Miss 
Courtington, without listening.) 

Popkin, alone. 
Confound my lady and her shawl, and 
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Miss and her veil — so fall of themselves, I 
could not make neither my speech nor 
my bowl CoitfoUnd it ! suppose I7J^hn 
Popkin^ Was to end by being one of the 
WMts a sitiation scrubs ^ myself ! 

{Ex& Popkm^ without a pirouette *) 
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SCENE IV. 

A Poor Lodging. 

Mrs. St. Albans — St. Albans is b/ing on an 

old Sofa. ^ 

St. Atb. Yes, I was stunned by the 
fall at first, — but I assure you, my deaf 
mother, I am perfectiy well again now, 
and you must not keep me here on a sofa. 
(Rising.) 

Mrs. St. Alb. But your shoulder, 
Quaco told me, is terribly hurt. 

St. Alb. Never mind what Quaco 
told you, — he was so frightened, poor fel- 
low, he did not know what he saw or said. 
'Tis only a cut, and a bruise. 

M 
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Mrs. St. Jib. The surgeon said yoa- 
should be k^pt quiet* 

St. Alb. Surgeons always say so.**-^ 
Bttt^ dear mother, what signifies the pain 
of body compared with the pain of mind- 
I have felt, and must feel, — Beauchamp, 
whom I thought my friend ! — ^ 

Mrs. St. Alb. To hazard my son's life 
for the sake of a few guineas ! 

St. Alb. Then he would laugh it off, 
and tell me, that gentlemen in England 
call this only jockeying^ — I can't, I won't 
believe it. 

Mrs. St. AW. Believe it, no ! — Who 
could believe that any gentleman in Eng- 
land would conspire, with his coachman 
or his groom, to cheat his friend ? 

St. Alb. Blagrave's a rogue ; but there 
is a footman too, at Lady Court ington's, 
who has done infinite mischief.— -Did Mn 
Onslow tell you about Popkin, and the 
tickets? 

Mrs. SL Alb, Yes, £^11 that he heard 
this morning in the bookseller's shop, from 
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poor professor Lichenscbwartz, about Ju- 
liana. — She has paid dearly for her ac- 
complishments. — Accomplishments !-^ 
What zre they, if truth, if principle have 
been sacrificed ^ 

St. Alb. But her mother is more to 
blame than Juliana. 

Enter Mr. Beaiichamp Courtiogton, on 

the opposite side^ 

Beau. So, St. Albans ! glad to see you 
alive, and a foot again — ugly tumble. — 
But don't take it to heart, man — come, 
shake hands, and be friends. 

St. AW. Excuse me, Mr. Courtington : 
once I thought you my friend, but that 
time is past — for ever past ! 

Beau. (With a forced laugh.) Why, 
man, this is only what we call jockeying 
in England — ^fair between friends as well 
as foes,— follow my advice — take your 
revenge. — ^Jockey the first fresh fellow 
you meet, — me^ if you are up to it :— Till 
then, fare you well. 

(Exit Beauchamp Courtington.) 

M 2 
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St. Alb. '' TiU then, farewell:' Arthur 
Onslow, you were right— he never was, 
neTer could be my friend.— But his sistetf 
—oh, Juliana ! still I cannot but think 
she has a disposition as amiable as her 
countenance is beauttfol. 

Mrs. St. AW. She is beautiful, I grants 
but 

St. Alb. She hais been much to blame, 
but still her heart, I hope- 


^«a* 


Mrs. St. Alb. Her heart, you hope, is 
yours* 

St. Alb, Ha ! here comes Quaco with 
an answer to your note. 

Enter Quaco, 

Quaco. Massa, my lady and Miss 
come soon, and see how you dodo ;^ 
{aside) but dey no care for you> Massa. 

St. Alb. Juliana herself coming !— 
There, mother ! there ! is not this a proof? 
— Quaco, was she very much alarmed 
when she heard of my fall? — Did she 
grow pale ? 

Quaco. Massa, yes, — Miss grow pale 
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^''-^ery white,— (St. Albans tnrm to his 
mother with a look of triumph, — Qoaco 
eontimes.y Very white ! — cause Miss 
take rub de red off her tw6 cheek — 
dis way*-^when she tiokQuaco no see, 
•i— (Afr5. St. Albans laughs. — St. Albans 
turns hi^ back on Quaco^ and walks 
mv^Ljf finm him.) Massa^ no you be an- 
gry wid your own Quaco.— ^Oh, Massa, 
she want someting here \-^{strf king his 
bteast.) 

St. Alb. Here cetties Mr. Onslow at 
last. 

Ent(T Mr. OnskKw. 

Mr. 0ns. My dear St. Albans, I'm 
rejoiced to see you s^fe — I first heard 
your neek was broke. Then your neck was 
not br6ke> but your skull was fractured*-^ 
then your skull was not fractured, b«,t 
your arm and your leg were broke, — and 
till I came to this house, I could get no 
account of your accident that could in 
the least be depended upon. I know at 
present that .you have escaped with very 
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little damage^ from the danger of a foun* 
dered horse and a false friend. 

*$/. Alb. A false friend 1— Aye, there's 
the worst of it. 

Mr. 0ns. My groom saw this famous 
Cacafogo after the fall: his knees were 
cut, where they had been injared before, 
and where the white hairs had been stained 
over, as a noble piece of jockey-ship, by 
Mr. Beauchamp Courtington. 

St. Alb. Oh, Sir, as to Beauchamp, 
I have done with him for ever. 

Mr. 0ns. And Juliana ? — " your heart 
still hovering round about her f '' 

St. Alb. Heavens ! She 's come — I'll 
ineet her. {Exit hastily.) 

Quaco. {Aside.) Oh, Massa ! Massa! 
take you care ! take you care !-— she no 
love, she never, no never, love like Massa ! 
{Lady Courtington*s voice lieard behind 

the scenes.) 
Well I'm so relieved 1 — I'm so rejoiced ! 

Enter Lady Courtington, speaking. 
Lady C I was so frightened, Mrs. St. 
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Albans t-^so$hocked, my deai' creature. — 
{Puts one hand upon ker hearty leans the 
other on Mrs. St. AlbansV arm.) 

Enter Juliana and St. Albans. — St. Al- 
bans supports Juliana^ who seems to. be 
in great agitation, 

Jul. I know it 11^ so foolish', to be so 

nervoos— ^but .1 <Mltnnot help it some* 

times. So you. really , are safe^ St; Albam ^ 

(Juliana and Mr. St. Albans retire aUt*^ 

ilCy land talk apart\) 

JLdc^Q. And Was Bot it a most pro^ 
vidential things now^ since he was to 
meet with such a horrid accident, that it 
wa& so within reach of immediate assistr 
ance ? 

Mrs. St, Alb. I am ifure we are ex^ 
ceedingly obliged to the good people of 
this house. 

Mr. Ont. But where is the kiiid- 
bearted lady of it, who has taken you 
into her lodgings ? — ^The people of the 
house just told me that she is ill, and in 
fiiatress. 


V 
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Mrs. St. Alb. Perfaapa she tniglA t>e 
able to see U6^ and \ skoald so like to 
thanl^ her. 

Mr. Ons. I vill go. and ask whether 
she can be seen. {Exit Mr. Onslow.) 

LadyC. I am sure we should all be de- 
lighted to see her !— one to whom we are 
S0 much obligedp-Hihould not we^ Juliana } 
-^-rtioie kind-hearted fady^ as^ Mr. Onslow 
aajB* who recaved our St. AH>ans at his 
utmost need ? 

Jul. (Advanpir^^ and clasping her 
haiufs.) Oh» how Mttoh obl^fed .^fiow I 
AaU love her 1 . 

Enter Mr. Onslow with Mrs. Beaucbamp. 

Lady Courtington and JuKana start, and 

exclaim, 
Mrs. Beaucbamp ! 
Suaca. (To St. Albans.) Massa ! — de 
poor lady^^-see now bear de truths — ^now 

hear! 
St.AU^. Hush ! -^^CluaGo. 
Jul., [Runnir^ up affectionately ta Mrs-. 
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Beaacbamp.) My dear Mrs. Beauchamp, 
is it really you ? 

Lady C. Now this is really quite ro- 
mantic. 

Jul When I said, Hm) I shalt tooe 
lieri I little thought it was our own old 
friend, Mrs. Beauchamp. — Our own re- 
lation. 

Lady C. My own god-daughter — ^let 
me present you to Mrs. St. Albans. 

Mrs. St. Alb. Madam, we return you 
piir most sincerethanks for y6uT kindness 
to my son. 

Mrs. Beau. Oh, madam, those who 
If ave suffered evil themselves are perhaps 
the most ready to relieve it i n others ; — but 
there is so little in my power, — I hope the 
young gentleman is not much hurt. 

4Slf. JS). Never was better in my life — 
accept my grateful thanks. — {In a low 
voice.) Can I speak one word ? — I know 
I am — I must be, abrupt. 

(St. Albans takes her aside, while Lady 
Courtington and Juliana, in anxiety, 
appear to speak to Mrs. St. Albans, 

M 3 
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I 

but watch from time to time, St. Al^ 
bans and Mrs. Beauchamp.^-Quaco 
stands still — kis eyes maving quickfy, 
and watching all that passes.) 
. Quaco. Now» how dey look^ how 4$y 
fear! — ^Now, Massa, you bear de truth — \ 
poor lady ! hope tell out all ! all i 

Mrs. Beau. {Going up to Juliana.) I 
must now^ Miss Courtington^ retarn you 
my acknowledgements. When your fooW 
xpan^ this morning, brought me down a 
-one pound note, I little knew that in my. 
basket you had deposited — ^by what means 
I know not — a sum far beyond the debt 
you owed me, — a present beyond my ut-; 
most hopes ! — kind and generou&I even at 
the time I unjustly reproached you* 
Jid. Me! — {aside.) What can she mean?- 

(^Cluaco neither moves nor speaks.) 

Mrs. Beau. {After xoiping tears front, 
her eyesy continues.) Not till after I re- 
turned borne, did I discover-*-not till 
wiibm these few minutes did I find the 
treasure you have given tome, to my chit- 
dren, — ^the treasure that is in this purse. 
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Jul. TrearoM!-^h/ don't mention 
«nch a trifle-Hiay no more, — ^another 
time 

Lady C. Yes, yes^ another time^ Mrs. 
Beauchampj prayir— a trifle not wo^th 
jnentioning ! 

' Mrs. Beau. You cannot call this a 
trifle ! — (Producing the purse which Quaco^ 
had put iMo her basket, and holding it up to 
view.) 

Sluaco. [Aside.) Qnaco no speak. 

Jtd, Oh dear ! don't mention it^ I in* 
sist. 

Lady C. (Aside.) What can it alt 
mean — St. Albans looks between life and 
death. 

> 

(St. Albans advancing eagerhf to look at 

the purse.) 
. Jul. (Covering it with her hands.) Oh^ 
don't! don't shewi — of all things^ I^so 
hate ostentation. 

St. Alb. Mrs. Beauchamp 1-^1 must 
beg — allow me for one moment to look 
at that purse. (Mrs, Beauchamp puts it 
into his hands.) 
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St.4lb. It is! — Heavefi^! itcertaikily 
is Qufica ! This is the purse I gate bim^ 
this morning. 

Mrs, Beau, Qu^eo ! 
. Stuaco. Massa^— f-QuaeoiCOttldaathdp 
give — Massa no ask Quaco more. 

Mrs. Beau. Eiccellent creatoee^ and I 
^we this to you ! 

Sl Alb, And not to Juliana f 

(St. Albans puts his hands before- Ms 
/Me, and leans an Mr. Qnalow^ 
shoulder.) 

Mr. 0ns. [Aside.) Poor fellow 1 — ^aad 
there she stands in contrast with this negro 
boy ! 

Mrs. St. Alb. {Aside.) Oh^ shame !-«r«l 
dare uot raise my eyes* 

Jul. {Aside.) So I make a pretty fi« 
gure. {Ahud.) Mamma! 1 don't feel 
Tery well — I think you had better take 
me into the air. — {Mrs. Beauchunp goe& 
to ^ff/ijtM};^ Juliana.) 

Lady C. Since 3rou are so kiod, Mrs. 
Beaaohamp-^if you will take her into the 
air s— Juliana is subject to these thiugsw 
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Mrs^Beatu (Leading JvX\Ma qf,\ I 

sincerely sorry for it {Exeunt) 

(St. Albi^s sighs deephf^^-r-They all stand 

silent for a moment.) 

Mr. Qns^ {Jside.y How conscience-, 

struck Lady Goartington.i^aEiGls,-^AU h6^ 

fjAshioBable flaeocy gone. 

Mrs. St. Alb. (Jside.) T would be boi 
charity to. speak,-r-bnt what to say !*— •: 
Who will! speak next ? 

Lad^.C. {Aside.) The game's up, I 
fear, but I'll( not throw down my card& — 
{Akmdi) In the^ midst of all this^r-^to me^ 
incomprebeosibbe^ aod, at all events, io- 
ooDse^oential demeli, or n|isnnderstai|d* 
ing about I don't know, wbat, we have, 
sU^ualiy forgotten, my dean Mrs* St. Al- 
ban&««-and St. Albans, my dear — and Mr«: 
Onslow, to tell you that my lord i^ ar^ 
r4ved^ and so impatient, my beloved St. 

Albans 

St. Alb. Beloved, / — Spare me. Lady 
Coartington»r-^Decided as I am, I will 
not keep you. Madam, one moment in 
suspense. 
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{Jffe walks with a firm step <icrass from 
Lady Courtington to Mr. Onslow. — ^ 
As lie goes. Lady Courtington ex- 
claims.) 
Lady C. The most ungrateful man 
on earth ! — ^man ! no ! a mere boy f {turn-' 
ing to Mrs. St. Albans.) And you ! — ^Oh, 
how I have been mistaken ! — ^what I 
have wasted on you ! {Aside.) ^^ Sympathy** 
and *' Simplicity^'* both wasted ! 

{Exit Lady Courtington. ) 
- St. Alb. (To Mr. Onslow.) You see, 
my dear Sir> how much I want a guide, a 
friend. — Will you accept the charge, or 
will you, to punish my indecision and 
fbllies, reject me ? 

Mr. 0ns. [Embracing him.) Reject 1 
next to my own son, there is not a be-^ 
itig I love so well, — I may say it now. 

St. AW. My friend ! — my guide ! — 
my guardian ! — 

{Mrs. St. Albans looks up thankfvUy to 
heaven— QxMiO clasps his hands.^^ 
The curtain falls*) 
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ACT I. 


SCENE I. 

fssing-Room in Bannow-Castlf. 
in Ireland, 

r WilliflUi HamdeD> in his Mora* 

^/^ . Every thing precisely in or- 
jv " ' 1 in Ireland! — ^laid, I do believe^ 

"Tg ^ery same angle at which they 
^ be placed on my own dressing* 
tatr. Hamden-place^ in Kent. Ex- 
act Gilbert ! most punctual of valet de 
chambres ! — a,nd a young fellow as he is 
too ! It is admirable !— *Aye, though he 
Topks as if he was made of wood> and 
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moves like an automaton, he has a warm 
heart, and a^ true English spirit — true 
born EngUsh e^^y ifK)h of him. Never 
was man more prepossessed, perhaps pre- 
judiced, in favor of his own country, and 
his own county. I remember him, when 
first I saw him ten years ago at his fa- 
ther's, farmer Ashfield's, at the harvest- 
home ; there was Gilbert in all his glory, 
seated on the top of a^ hay-rick, singing. 


44 

44 


Then sing in praise of men of Kent* 
So loyal^ brave^ and free ; 
" Of Bri taints race^ if one surpasi, 
" A man Qf Kent is he !** 

How^ he brought himself to quit the men 
of Kent to come to Ireland with me, is 
wonderful. However, now he is here, I 
hope be is toleraUy happy : I must ask the 
question in direct terms, for Gilbert would 
never speak till spoken to, let him feel 
what he might. 
Sir W, (Calls.) Gilbert !— Gilbert ! 

Enter Gilbert. 

Gilh. Here, Sir. 

Sir W. Gilbert, now you have bee 
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in Ireland some weeks^ I hope you are 
not unhappy. . 

Glib. No, Sir, thank you. Sir* 
Sir JF. But are you happy, man ? 
GilL Yes, Sir, thank you, Srr. 
(Gilbert retires, and seems busy arrange 
ing his master^ s cbthesy-^Sir Williaoi 
€(mtinues dressing.) 
Sir W. (Aside.) Yes, Sir, thank you, 
*&>.— As dry as a chip-*-sparing of his 
ivords, as if they were his last Some 
masters complain that their servants will 
talk too much, but Gilbert's only feult is, 
his taciturnity. And the fellow can talk 
if he would — ^has humour too, if one 
could get it out ; and eloquence, could I 
but touch the right string, the heart- 
string, — I'll try again. (Aloud.) Gilbert ! 
Gilb. Yes, Sir. (comes forward respect- 
fuUy) 

Sir W. Pray what regiment was it 
that was passing yesterday, through the 
village of Bannow ? 

Gilb. I do not know, indeed, Sir. 
Sir W. That is to say, you saw they 
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were Highlanders; and that was enough 
for yott — ^You are not fond of the Scotch, 
Gilbert? 

Gilb. No, Sir, I can't say as I be./ 

Sir W. But, Gilbert, for my sake you 
mast conquer this prejudice. I have 
many Scotch friends whom I shall jgo to 
visit one of these days, — excellent friends 
they are ! 

Oilb. Are they. Sir. — If so be you 
found them so, I will do my best, I'm 
sure. 

Sir W. Then pray go down to the inn 
here, and inquire if any of the Scotch 
officers are there? 

Gilb. I will. Sir. I heard say the 
officers went off this morning. 

Sir W. Then you need not go to in-, 
quire for them. 

Gilb. No, Sir. Only as I hear say, 
the drum-major and band is to stay a few 
days in Bannow, on account of their 
wanting to enlist a new bugle- boy. I was 
a thinking, if so be. Sir, you thought well 
of it, on account you like these Scotch, 


I'd better to step down and see how the' 
men be ^ to being comfortable. 

Sir W. That's right, do. l^ray haye^ 

they tolerable accommodations at the ibn ' 

in this village ? • 

GiU). (SmiUng.) I can't say much ^or 

libat, Sir» 

Sir W. {Aside.) Now I shall set him' 
going. {Aloud.) What ! the inn here is 
not like one of our English ions on the^ 
Bath road. 

Gilb. {Suppressing a laugh.) Bath 
road !— bless you. Sir, it's no more like 
an inn on the Bath road, nor on any 
road, cross or bye road whatsomdever, as 
ever I seed in .England. — No more like 
' — no more like than nothing at all, Sir ! 
Sir JF. What sort of a pl^ce is it then i 
Gilb. Why, Sir, I'd be ashamed almost 
to tell you.-^Why, Sir, I never seed such 
a place to call an inn, in all my born 
days afore. — First and foremost. Sir, 
there's the pig is in and out of the 
kitchen ail day long, and next the calf 
has what they call the run of the kitchen; 
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80 what with them brute beasts^ and the 
poultry that has do coop, and is always 
under one's feet^ or over one's bead,^— 
the kitchen is no place for a christian, 
even to eat his bread and cheese in. 

Sir W. Wdili, so much for the kitchen. 
— But the parlor — ^they haye a partor, I 

Gilb. Yes> Sit, they have a parlor^ 
as they mi^ call it^ if they think proper. 
Sir. — ^But then again, an honest Eng^tish 
farmer would be afeard an his life to stay 
in it, on account of the ceiling just a 
coming down a' top of bis head. — ^And if 
he should go up stairs. Sir, why that's 
as bad again, and worse.— ^For the half 
of them there stairs is rotten, and ever so 
many pulled down and burnt. 

Sir W. Burnt ! — ^the stairs ? 

GiJb. Burnt, Sir, as sure as I'm 
standing here !— burnt. Sir, for fuel one 
scarce year y as they says. Sir. — Moreover, 
when a man does get up the stairs. Sir, 
why he is as bad off again, and worse ; 
for the floor of the place, they calls the 
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bedchamber^ shakes at every step^ as if it 
was a coming down with one ; and the 
walls has all cracks^ from top to toe-^-and 
there's rat-holes, or holes o' some sort or 
t'otherj^ all in the floor; so that if a man 
don't pick- his steps curiously, his leg^ 
must go down through the ceiling below* 
-—And moreover, there's holes over head 
through the roof. Sir, so that if it rains^ 
it can't but pour on the bed.-— They tell 
me, they used for to shif^ the bed from onA' 
place to ietnother, to find, as they say, the 
dry corner; but now the floor is grown so 
crazy, they dare not stir the bed for their 
lives. 

Sir W. Worse and worse. 

Gilb. And moreover, they have it now 
in the worst place in the whole room. 
Sir. — Close at the head of the bed where 
there is a window, with every pane broke, 
and some out entirely, and the women's 
petticoats and the men's hats just stuck 
in to stop aU for the nighty as they siy. 
Sir. (Gilbert tries to stifle his laughter.) 

Sir W. Laugh out, honest Gilbert. — 

N 
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In spite of your gravity and your ciYility, 
Iaagb.<«^There is no harm, but sometimes 
a great deal of good done by laaghsng, 
especially in Ireland .^-*-Laughing has 
mended, or caused to be mended^ na&y 
things that never would have been 
mended otherwise. 

GSb. (Recovering bis grwity.) That's 
true, I dare to say. Sir. 

Sir W. Now, Gilbert, if you were to 
keep an inn, it woold be a very diffident 
sort of inn from what yon have been de- 
scribing,*~wou]d not it ? 

GUb. I hope so, Sir. 

Sir W. I remember when we were 
talking of establishing yau in England, 
that your £aither told me you would like 
to set up an inn. 

Gilb. [His face brightening.) For sar- 
tain. Sir, 'tis the thing in the whole 
world I should like the best, and be the 
proudest on, if so be it was in my power, 
and if so be. Sir, you could spare me. 
{Holding his master* s coat for him to put 
on.) 
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Sir W. Could spare you, Gilbert !*— 
I will spare you, whether I can cen- 
Teuiently or not. If I had an q;>por« 
tunity of establishiag advantageously a 
man who has served me faithfiiUy for ten 
years, do you think I would not put 
myself to a little inconvenience to do it ? 
-7-Gilbert, you do not know Sir William. 
Hamden. 

Glib. Thank you. Sir, but I do-«*and 
I should be main sorry to le^v^Q you, 
thaf s sartain, if it waseven to be land-* 
lord of the best inn in all Eoglwdt — ^I 
know I should. 

Sir W. I believe it. — But, i;tay^*r*let; 
us understand one ^mother-ri-I am not 
talking of England, and perhaps you 
are not thinking of Ireland. 

Gilb. Yes, Sir, but I am, 

-Sir JV. You are ! I am heartily glad 
to hear it, for then I can serve, you di- 
rectly. This youqg heiress, my niec^ 
to whom this town belongs, has a new 
inn ready built. 
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Giib. I know^ Sir. . 

iSir W. Theiii Gilbert^ write a pro- 
posal for this in^n^ if you wish for it^ and 
I will speak to my niece. 

Gilb. (Bowing.) I thank yon. Sir — 
#nly I hope I shall not stand in any honest 
man's light. As to a dishonest man, I 
can't -say I value standing in his light, 
being that he has no right to have any, as 
I can see. 

Sir W. So, Gilbert, you will settle in 
Ireland at last ? — I am heartily glad to 
see you have overcome your prejudices 
against this country. — How has this been 
brought about ? 

GiU). Why, Sir, the thing was, I 
didn't know nothing about it, and there 
was a many lies told backwards and for- 
wards of Ireland, by a many that ought 
to have known better. 

Sir W. And now that you have seen 
with your own eyes, you are happily 
convinced, that in Ireland the men are 
not all savages. 
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Glib. No^ Sir^ no ways sa?age» except 
in the article of some of them going 
bare-footed ; but the men is good men^ 
most of them. 

Sir fV\ And the women ? — ^You find 
that they have not wings on their 
shoulders. 

Glib. N05 Sir. (Smiling.) And I'm 
glad they have not got wings^ else they 
might fly away from us^ which I'd be 
sorry for — some of them. 

(After making this speech^ Gilbert steps 
back, and brushes his master^s hat 
diligently) 

Sir W. (Aside) Ha ! is that the case ? 
Now I understand it all. — 'Tis fair^ that 
Cupid, who blinds so many, should open 
the eyes of some of his votaries. (Aloud!) 
When jrou set up as landlord in your 
new inn, Gilbert, (Gilbert comes for* 
ward) you will want a landlady, shall 
not you ? 

Gilb. (Falls back, and anszvers.) I 
shall. Sir, I suppose. 

Sir W. Miss — what's her name ? the 
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daughter of the landlord of the present 
inn. Miss— what's her name ? 

Gilb. {Answers zoithout coming forward.) 
Miss Gallagher, Sir. 

Sir W. Miss Gallagher ?— A rery ugly 
'.oame ! — I think it would be charity to 
change it, Gilbert. 

OiW. (Bashfulfy.) It would, no doubt. 
Sir. 

Sir W. She is a very pretty girl. 

Gilb. She is. Sir, no doubt. 

{Cleaning the brush with his hand, bows, 
and is retiring.) 

SirW. Gilbert, stay. {GAhevi returns.) 
I say, Gilbert, I took particular notice 
of this Miss Gallagher, as she was spew- 
ing to you last Sunday.— I thought she 
* seemed to smile upon you, Gilbert. 

Gilb. (Very bashfuUy.) I can't say 
indeed. Sir. 

Sir W. I don't mean, my good Gil- 
bert, to press you to say any thing that 
you don't cbuse to say. — It was not 
from idle curiosity that I asked any 
questions, but from a sincere desire to 
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serve you in whatever way you like hest^ 
Gilbert. 

Gilb. Ob^ dear master !-^I can't speak^ 
you are so good to me, and always was-^ 
too good ! — ^so I say nothing.— Only I^m 
not ungrateful — I know I'm not ungrate* 
ful^ that I am not ! And as to the rest 
there's not a thought I have you'd con- 
descend for to know — but you should 
know it as soon as my mother**-that's to 
say, as soon as ever I k no wed it myself. 
— But, Sir, the thing is this, since you're 
so good to let me speak to you. Sir. 

Sir W. Speak on, pray, my good 
fellow. 

Glib. Then, Sir, the thing is this.-^— 
There's one girl, they say, has set her 
thoughts upon me — now I don't like she, 
because why I loves another; but I 
should not chuse to say so, on account 
of it's not being over and above civil, and 
on account of my not knowing yet for 
sartin whether or not the girl I loves, 
loves me, being I never yet could bring 
myself to ask her the question — I'd rather 


S72 THE ROSE, &C, 

not mention her name neither, till I be 
more at a sartinty. — ^But since you be so 
kind,^Sir, if you be so good to give me 
till thilB evening. Sir, as I *have noiv with 
the hopes of the new inn an indepen* 
dency to offer her, I will take courage, 
and I shall have her answer soon. Sir — 
and I will let you know with many 
thanks. Sir, whether — whether my heart's 
broke or not {Exit Gilbert, hastily.) 

Sir W. (Alone.) Good, affectionate 
creature ! — But who would have thought, 
that. out of that piece of wood a lover 
coufd be made?— This is Cupid's de- 
light ! (Exit Sir WilliamO 
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SCENE II. 

Parlor of the Inn at Banmm. 

Miss Florinda Gallagher, sola. 

Various articles of dress on the floor — a 
looking' gUiss propped up on a chest — 
Miss Gallagher is kneeling before the 
glass 9 dressing her long hair^ which hangs 
over her shoulders. 

Miss G. I don't know what's come to 

this glass, that it is not flattering at all 

the day. — ^The spots and cracks in it is 

making me look so full of freckles and 

crow's feet— -and my hair too that's such 

a figure^ as straight and as stiff, and as 

stubborn as a presby terian. — See ! it won't 

curl for me — so it is in the papillotes it 

must be; and that's most genteel. ^ 

{Sound of a drum at a distance — Miss 

• Gallagher starts up and listens.) 

Miss G. Hark till I hear ! — Is not 

tha^ a drum I hear ?-~Aye, I had always 

N 3 
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a quick ear for the drum from my cradle. 
— And there's the whole band — but it's 
only at the turn of the avenue. — It's on 
parade they are. — ^So Til be dressed and 
dacent before they are here, Tli engage. 
And it's my plaid scarf I'll throw over 
all, elegant for the Highlanders, and I 
don't doubt but the drum-major will be 
Conquist to it at my feet afore night — 
and what will Mr. Gilbert say to that ? 
and what matter what he says ? — I'm not 
bound to him, especially as he never 
popped me the question, being so pre- 
posterously bashful, as them Englishmen 
have the misfortune to be. — But that's 
not my fault any way. — And if I happen 
to find a more shutable match, while 
he's turning the words in his mouth, 
who's to blame me? — My father, sup- 
pose! — And what matter? — Have not I 
two hnndred pounds of my own down on 
the nail if the worst come to the worst, 
and why need I be a slave to any man, 
father or other? — But he'll kill. himself 
soon with the whiskey, poor man^ at the 
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rate he's going. — ^Two glasses now for 
his mornings^ and his mornings are going 
on all day. There he is^ roaring. {Mr. 
Grailagher heard singing.) You can't 
come in here, Sir. [She bolts the door.) 

Enter Christy Gallagher, kicking the door 

open. 

Christy. Can't I, dear? — what will 
hinder me? — Give me the kay of the 
spirits, if you plase. 

Miss G. Oh, Sir ! sees how you are 
walking through all my things. 

Christy. And they on the floor ! — where 
else should 1 walk, but on the floor, pray. 
Miss Gallagher ? — Is it, like a fly, on Jthe 
ceiling you'd have me be, walking with 
my head upside down, to plase you. 

Miss G. Indeed, Sir, whatever way 
you're walking, it's with your head up- 
side down, as any body may notice> and 
that don't plase me at all — isn't it a 
shame, in a morning ? 

Christy. Phoo! don't be talking of 
shame^.you that knows nothing about it. 
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But lend me the kay of the spirits^ 
Florry.. 

JMiss G. Sir, my name's Florinda*- 
iind IVe not the kay of the spirits at all, 
nor any such vulgar thing. 

Christy. Vulgar ! is it the kay ? 

Miss G. Yes, Sir, it's very vulgar to 
be keeping of kays. 

Christy. That's lucky> for I've lost all 
mine. now. Every single kay I have in 
the wide world now I lost, barring this 
kay of the spirits, and that must be gone 
after the rest too, I b'lieve, since you 
know nothing of it^ unless it be in this . 
^ere chist (Christy goes to the chest.) 

Miss G. Oh mercy. Sir ! — ^Take care 
of the looking-glass, which is broke al- 
ready. Oh then, father^ 'tis not in the 
ehist 'pon my word and honor now, if 
you'll b'lieve; so don't be rummaging of 
all my things. (Christy persists in opening 
the chest.) 

Christy. It don't signify^ Florry; I've 
granted myself a gineral sarch-warrant, 
dear, for the kay ; and by the blpssing> 
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I'll go clane to the bottom o* this chist. 
(Miss Gallagher xorithes in agony.) Why 
what makes you stand twisting there like 
an eel or an ape, child ?-— What, in the 
name of the ould one, is it you're afeard 
on? — Was the chist full now of love- 
letter scrawls from the Grand Signior or 
the Pope itself, you could not be more 
tinder of them. 

Miss G. Tinder, Sir ! — to be sure, 
when it's my best bonnet I'm thinking 
on, which you are mashing entirely. 

Christy. Never fear, dear! I won't 
mash an atom of the bonnet, provided 
always, you'll mash these apples for me, 
jewel. {He takes apples out of the chest.) 
And wasn't I lucky to find them in it ? 
Oh, I knew I'd not sarch this chist for 
nothing. — See how they'll make an iligant 
apple-pie for Mr. Gilbert now, who 
loves an iligant apple-pie above all 
things — your iligant self always excipted, 
dear. 

{Miss Gallagher makes a slight curtsy, 
but motions the apples from her.) 
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Miss G. Give the apples then to the 
girl. Sir, and sheMl make you the pie, for 
I suppose she knows how. 

Christy. And donH you then, Florry ? 

Miss G. And how should I, Sir ? — 
You didn't send me to the dancing- 
school of Ferrinafad to larn me to make 
apple-pies, I conclude. 

Christy. Troth, Florry, 'twas not I 
sint you there, sorrow Jiit (foot) but 
your mother J only she's in her grave, and 
it's bad to be talking ill of the dead any 
way. But be that how it will, Mr. Gil- 
bert must get the apple-pie, for rasons 
of my own that need not be raintioned. 
So, Biddy ! Biddy, girl I Biddy Doyle ! 

Enter Biddy, running with a ladle in her 

hand. 

Christy. Drop whatever you have in 
your hand, and come here, and be 
hKnged to you. And had you no ears 
to your head, Biddy ? 

Biddy. Sure I have, Sir^— ears enough. 
Only they are bothering me so without. 
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that pig and the dog fighting, that I 
could not hear ye calling at-all-at-all. — 
What is it? — For I'm skimtning the 
pot, and can't lave it. (Miss Gallagher 
goes on dressing.) 

Christy. It's only these apples, see !— • 
You'll make me an apple-pie, Biddy, 
smart. 

Biddy. Save us, Sir ! — And how will 
I ever get time, when I've the hash to 
make for them Scotch yet ? Nor can 
I tell, for the life of me, what it was I 
did with the onions and scallions nei- 
ther, barring by great luck they'd be 
in and under the press here, — (Running 
to look under the press) — which they are, 
praised be God! in the far corner. 
(Biddy stretches her arm under the press.) 

Christy. There's a nice girl, and a 
'cute cliver girl, worth a dozen of your 
Ferrinafads. 

(Biddy throws the onions out from under 
the press, while he speaks.) 

Miss G. , Then she's as idle a girl as 
treads the earth, in or out of shoe-leather^ 
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foe there's my bed that she has not made 
yet, and the stairs with a month's dast al- 
ways ! and never ready by any chance 
to do a pin's worth for one, when one's 
dressing. 

(A drum heard j the sound seems to be 

approaching near.) 

Christy, Blood I the last rowl of the 

drum, and I not got the kay of the spirits^ 

Miss G. Ob, saints above ! what's 

gone with my plaid scarf? — and my hair 

behind^ see ! 

Miss Gallagher twists up her hair be- 
hind — Biddy gathers up the onions inte 
her apron, and exit hastily. — Christy 
runs about the room in a distracted 
manner, hoking under and over every 
thing y repeating'-^The kay f tlw kay! 
the kay !) 
Christy. For the whiskey must be had 
for them Scotch, and the bottled beer too 
for them English ; and how will I get all 
or any without the kay > Bones, and dis-» 
traction ! 
Miss G. And my plaid hanke'cher 
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that must be had, and where will I find it ? 
— ^in the name of all the damons in this 
chaos you've made me out of the chist, 
father ? And how will I git all in again^ 
before the drum-major's in it ? 

Christy. (Sweeping up a heap of things 
in his armSy and throwing them into the 
chest.) Very asy, sure ! this ways. 

Miss G. {Darting forward.) There's 

the plaid handkecher. — (She draws it out 

from the heap under her father's amty and 

smooths it on her knee.) But, oh ! father, 

how you are making hay of my things ! 

Christy. Then I wish I could make 
hay of them, for hay is much wanting 
for the horses that's in it. 

Miss G. (Putting on her plaid scarf.) 
Weary on these pins ! that I can't stick 
any way at all, my hands all trimble so« 
—Biddy ! Biddy ! Biddy ! Biddy, can't 
ye? — (Re-enterBiddy, looking bewildered.) 
Just pin me behind, girl — smart. 

Christy. Biddy, is it ?— Biddy, girl, 
come over and help me tramp down this 
hay* — (Chvxsty Jumps into the chest.) 
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Miss G. Oh, Biddy, run and stop him, 
for the love of God 1 with his brogues and 
big feet. 

Biddy. Ob, marcy i that's too bad. 
Sir ; get out o' that if you please, or Miss 
Florry will go mad, sure ! and. the major 
that's coming up the street, — Ob, Sir, if 
you plase, in the name of mercy ! /^^ 

Christy. (Jumping out.) Why, then, 
sittle it alt yourself, Biddy, and success 
to you ; but you'll no more get all in 
again afore Christmas, to the best of my 
opinion, no more, see ! than you'd get 
bottled porter, froth and aU, into the bot- 
tle again, once it was out. 

Miss G. Such comparisons ! — (tossing 
back her head.) 

Christy. And caparisons! — (pointing 
to tbejlnery on the floor.) But in the mid- 
dle of it all, lend me. the poker, which 
will answer for the master^kay, sure ! — 
that poker that is houlding up the win- 
dow — can't ye, Biddy ? 

(Biddy runs and pulls the poker hastily 
from under the sash, which suddenfy 


A DRAMA. S83 

faUsy and every pane of glass falls out 
and breaks.) 

Christy . Murder ! and no glazier ! 

Miss G. Then, Biddy, of all girls, 
alive or dead, you're the awk'ardest, vul- 
garest, unlackiest to touch any thing at 
all! 

^^Rddy. {Picking up the glass.) I can!t 
think what's come to the glass, that 
makes it break so asy the day ! sure I 
done it a hundred times the same, and it 
never broke wid me afore. 

Christy. Well ! stick up a petticoat, 
or something of the kind, and any way 
lend me hould of the poker, for in lieu of 
a kay, that's the only frind in need ! 

(Exit Christy with the poker.) 

Miss G. There, Biddy, that will do — 
any how« Just shut down the lid, can't 
ye ? and find me my other shoe. Biddy — 
then^ lave that, — come out o' that, do 
girl, and see the bed !-— run there, turn it 
up just any way ; — and,. Biddy, run here, 
— stick me this tortoise comb in the back 
of my head oh ! {screams and starts 
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moayfrom Biddy.) Yoa ran it fairly into 
my brain^ you did ! you're the grossest ! 
heavy handiest ! — fit only to wait on 
Sheelab na Ghirah, or the like. — (7f/m^ 
away from Biddy tioith an air of utter can* 
tempt) But I'll go and resave the major 
properly.— (Tiirwf back as she is going, and 
says to Biddy.) Biddy , settle all here, can't 
ye? — Turn up the bed, and sweep the 
glass and dust in the dust corner, for its 
here I'm bringing him to dinner, — so 
settle up all in a minute, do you mind me^ 
Biddy ! for your life ! 

{Exit Miss Grallagher.) 

Biddy, alone. — {Speaking while she puts 
things in the room in order.) 

Settle up all in a minute ! — asy said !-^ 
and^ my life too ! — ^Why, then, there's 
not a greater slave than myself in all Con- 
naught, or the three kingdoms, — from 
the time I get up in the morning, and 
that's afore the flight of night, till I get 
to my bed again at night, and that's 
never afore one in the morning.— -But I 
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wouMdH value all one pin's pointy if it 
was kind and shivil (civil) she was to me* 
Bat after! strive, and strive to the ut« 
most and bey and, — [sighs deeply) and 
when I found the innions, and took the 
apple-pie off her hands> and settled her 
behind, and all to the best of my poor 
ability for her, after, to go and call 
me Sheelab na Ghirah ! though I don't 
rightly know who that Sheelah na Ghirah 
was, from Adam ! — But still it's the bad 
language I get, goes to my heart. — Oh, 
if it had but plased heaven to have cast 
me my lot in the sarvice of a raal jantle-v 
man or lady, instead of the likes of these I 
Now, I'd rather be a dog in his honor's 
or her honor's house, than lie under the 
tongue of Miss Gallagher, as I do,— -to 
say nothing of ould Christy. 
Miss GallagherV voice heard^ calling, 
Biddy! Biddy Doyle! Biddy, can't 

ye? 

Biddy. Here, Miss, in the room^ 

readying it, I am. 
CAmfy Gallagher's voice heard, calling. 
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Biddy !— Biddy Doyle 1— Biddy, girl ! 
What's come o* that girl, that's always 
out o' the way idling, when wanted.--r-^ 
Plague take her ! 

Biddy. Saints above I hear him now ! 
—But I scorn to answer. 

Screaming louder in mingled voices — 
Christy'^ and Miss Gallagher'^. 

Biddy I— Biddy Doyle !-^iddy , girl ! 

Mr. Gallagher. {Putting in his head.) 
Biddy ! sorrow take ye ! are ye in it ? — 
And you are, and we cracking oor vitals 
calling you. — ^What is it you're dallying 
here for. — Stir! stir! dinner! JETanna- 
mun^duowL* 

[He draws back his head, and Exit) 

Biddy, alone. 

Coming then I — Sure it's making up 
the room, I am with all speed, and the 
bed not made, after all 1 — {Throws up the 
press-bed.) — But to live in this here 
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boase, girl or boy, one had need have the 
lives of nine cats itself, and the legs of 
forty. {Exit} 


SCENE III. 

The Kitchen of the Inn. 

Miss Florinda Gallagher, Mr. Christy 

Gallagher. 

Boys and Men belonging to the Band^ in the 

back Scene. 

Mr. G. (To the band.) The girVs com- 
ing as fast as possible to get yees your 
dinners, jantlemen, and sorrow better 
dinner than she'll give you: you'll get all 
instantly. — {To Miss Gallagher.) And am 
not I telling you, Florry, that the Drum- 
major did not come in yet at all, but went 
out through the town, to see get a billet 
and bed for the sick roan they've got. 

Enter Biddy, stops and listens. 
Miss G. I wonder the major didn't 
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have the manners to step in^ and spake 
to the ladjr firsts — was he an Irishman^ he 
would. 

Biddy. Then it's mj wonder he 
wouldn't step in to take his dinner first — 
was he fin Englishman, he would. — ^But 
it's lucky for me and for him he didn't, 
becaase he couldn't, for it won't be ready 
this three-quarters of an hour— only the 
Scotch broth, which boiled over. 

(Biddy retires^ and goes on cooking. — 
Mr. Gallagher ^fiUs out a glass qf 
spirits to each of the band*) 

Miss G, Since, the major's not in it, 
I'll not be staying here— for here's only 
riff*raff triangle and gridiron boys, and a 
b]ack*a*moor, and that I never could 
stand, so I'll back into the room. — Shew 
the major up, do you mind, father, as 
soon as ever he'd come. 

Mr. G» Jandemen all ! here's the 
king's health, and confusion worse con- 
founded to his enemies, for yees ; or, if ye 
like it better, here's the plaid tartan and 
fillibeg for yees, and that's a comprehen- 


A t>RAMA* 289 

shre toa8t-**will give ye an appetite for 
your dinnerfL— ( They drink in silence.) 
Miss G. Did ye hear me» father ? 
Mr. G. Aye, aye. — ^OflF with ye ! 
{Exit Miss Gallagher, tossing back her 
Awrf.— -Christy pours out a glass qf 
whiskey far himkeff] and with appro* 
priate graces of the elbow and little 
finger^ swallows it, making faces qf 
delight.) 
Mr. G. Biddy ! Biddy, girl, ye !— 
See the pig putting in his nose — ^keep him 
aiit,--can't ye ? 

Biddy. Harrash! hurrush! — [Shaking 
her apron.) Then that pig's as sinsibte as 
any Christian, for he'd ran away the mi- 
nute he'd see me. 

Mr. G. That's manners o' the pig. — 
Put down a power more turf, Biddy : — 
see the jantlemen's gathering round the 
fire, and has a right to be could in their 
ksees this St. Patrick's day in the morn- 
ing—for it's March, that comes in like a 
lion,^^ut that's an English saying of 
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well, 
(7$4; band during thh spi^fch gppeaxAo 

J^ifr. G. Wh^t is it th(ey w:e whisper- 
ing. a^pd conjuring, J^idcfy ? 

:Elidify, 'Tfj^asi only filing nae they 
i^rpr^^. qpuJ4 . t{}fgr aV geli* b§ds the night 
in it. 

Aff G. Beds ! aye o^^ yees^ uvA for 
a Aqz^jx more — oiijy the room above is 
tinder in the joists, and I would iiQt.chiise 
to put more op thei Qqor thap. two beds, 
j^nd Qpe.shajke-doivp, whichfwiU ftii^wer 
for five J .for it's a.fplly to talk,*— I'll) tdi 
you the truth, and not a word of lie^rr* 
Wouldn't it be idle to pu^ njore lof y^es 
in the room than it coq^. ho)d> and Uh 
have thp floor be cojui^g. lib,«wgh tfe^. 
parlor c^iliog,. ai?4 so spoiV twq g9^ 
rooms for openigfit-s ba4.^est^3lW}rt^»H»^ 
— Well, Biddy, whiM^jis it they're wying? 

Biddy. Th^ say they don't und^* 
stand— can they hay^ beds or not ? 


Mt. 6. Why, body and bone^ !— JVi), 
— then, since nothing else will they com- 
prehend,— wo,— only five, say, — five can 
sleep in it. 

(Tike band divide into two parties. -^Phe 

remain^ and the others walk off' in si" 

lence.) 

Biddy: And 'it's into the room you'd 

best walk up, had* not' yees, five jaiftle* 

men, that sleep ? 

(T^ejlve walk into the parbr-^Mr. GaU 

lagher preparing to follow, carrying" 

whiskey bottle and jug — turns backy 

and says to Biddy.) 

Mr. G: Is it dumb they are all ? or 

inmcents? ' 

* 

Biddy. Notiat allinnbcents ! no more 
than myself nor your self. — Nor dumb 
neither^ only that the Scotch tongue 
can't spake En|^f rsh as we do. 

Mr.Gi Oh! if that's all, after ditiner' 
thewhisrkey punch will make 'em spake, 
If! engage; ' 

(Barf « Afr. Gallagher.) 

Biddy. 'Tis I that am glad they 'Vetaken 

02 
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theniselves away, for there's no cooking 
with all the men in the fire. 

Enter Mr. Andrew Hope^ Drum-Major. 

Mr. H. A gude day to yon, my gnde 
lassy. 

Biddy. The same to you» Sir, and 
kindly. I beg yonr pardon for not know- 
ing — would it be the Drum-Major, Sir ? 

Mr. H. No offence, my gude lass,—* 
I am Andrew Hope, and Drum-M syor. — 
I met some of my men in the street com- 
ing down, and they told me they could 
not have beds here. 

Biddy. No, Sir, plase your honor, 
only five that's in the room yonder, — ^if 
youM be plased to walk up, and youll 
get your dinner immediately, your honor, 
as fast as can be dished, your honor. 

Mr. H. No hurry, my gude lass. — 
But I would willingly see the beds for my 
poor fellows, that has had a sair march. 

Biddy. Why, then, if your honor 
would take a fool's advice, you'd not be 
Jooking at them beds, to be spoiling your 


A DRAMA. 293 

dinner — since good or bad all the looking 
at 'em in the wide world, won^t mend 
'em one feather, sure. 

Mr^ H. My gude girl, that's true. — 
Still I'd like ever to face the worst. 

Biddy. Then it's up that ladder you'll 

go. 

Mr. H. No stairs. 

Biddy. Oh, there are stairs — but they 
are burnt and coming down, and you'll 
find the ladder , safest and best ; — only 
mind the little holes in the floor^ if you 
plase^ your honor. 

(Mr. Hope ascends the ladder^ while 
she speaks^ and goes into the bed-^ 
chamber above.) 

Biddy, sola. 

Wel^ I'm ashamed of my life, when a 
stranger and foreigner's reviewing our 
house, though I'm only the girl in it, and 
no ways answerable. It frets me for my 
country forenent them Scot(^ and Eng* 
lish.— (Afr. Hope descends the ladder.) 
Then I'am sorry it's not better for your^ 
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honor's S6lf> and men.-^But there's a new 
inn to be opened the USth, f n this town ; 
and if you return this way^ I hope things 
Fill be more agreeable and proper,-~But 
you'll haye no bad dinner^ your honor^ 
9^J way ;-^There's Scotch broths and 
Scotch hash, and colcannon^ and fried 
eggs and bacon> and a turkey* and a 
boiled leg of mutton and turnips, and 
pratees^ the best^ and well boiled » and I 
hope, your honor, that's enough for asoir 
dier's djtmer, that's not nice. 

Mr. H. Enough for a soldier's dinner ! 
Ay 6> gnde truth, my jlass ; and more than 
enough for Andrew Hope, who is no 
ways nice. — But, tdl me, have you no 
one to help you here, to dress all this? 

Biddy. Sorrow one ! to do a hand's 
Hurn lor nie, but myself, pl^^e your ho- 
nor; Cor tlie daughter of the house is too 
fine to put her hand to any thing i« VSi^ : 
I — but she's in the room there within, be- 


* Potatoes 


yond^ H'yoa would ilikie to ^^ hei^^«^*afiQ€ 
lady she is ! 

Mr. H. A fine -lady 9 is ishe ?'-*-Weel 1 
Fine or coarse, Isbldl Kke t6 dee her, — 
and wed I may and must/ for 1 hhA a 
brother once I luved as my life ; and fouV 
years back that l>roth^ iK^H isick he^e, on 
hi6 road to the north, and W^s. kindly 
tended here ^at 4he inn at Baniib^ ; and 
he charged me, puir lad, on btd'^eaOi- 
bdd) if ever fate shotrld quarts tir^ in 
Bannow, to inquire for his gtide frifeiids 
at the inn, and to return th&hi his thanks ; 
and so I'n^ fain to do^ and wHl not sleep till 
Tve done fliou'-^fiut tell hm firsts my kind 
lassy, for I see you are a kind Ias^y,«^teU 
mcf, has not this hooM had a ohangie of 
fortune, and fallen to decay of late ? for 
the itm at BanDow was pictured to me as 
a bra' neat plate. 

Biddy J Ah 1 that wai^, 'may-be, the 
time the Larkens had it \ 

Mr. S. The Larkens I-^that was the 
very name>— ^it warms my heart to hear 
the sound oftt. 
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, Biddy. Aye^ and quite another sort of 
an inn this was, I hear talk, in their time^ 
—and quite' another gness sort, the Lar- 
kens from these Gallaghers^ 

Mr. H. And what has become of the 
Larkens, I pray ? 

Biddy. They are still living up yon- 
dei;, by the bnsh of Bannow, in a sni^ 
little . pbce of a cabin,---that is the wi- 
dow Kelly. 

Mr. H. Kelly! — but I am looking 
for Larken* 

Biddy. Oh, Larken ! that's Kelly.— 
*Tis all one — she was a Kelly before she 
was married, and in this country we stick 
to the maiden's name throughout. 

Mr. H. The same in our country*-^ 
often. 

Biddy. Indeed! and her daughter's 
name is Mabel, after the Kelly s; for you 
might hav^ noticed, if it ever happened 
your honor to hear it, an ould song of 
Mabel KeWy^Planxty Kelly. Then the 
present Mabel is as sweet a cratur as ever 
the ould Mabel Kelly wa s ■ b ut I must 
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mind the colcannon. — (iSKe goes to lift a 
pot off' the , fire.) 

Mr. H. Hold ! my gude girl, let me 
do that for you, mine is a strong haund. 

Biddy. I thank your honor, — it's too 
much trouble entirely for a jantleman 
like you,--*-but it's always the best jantle- 
man has the Uzste pride. — ^Tben them 
Kellys is a good raee, ouM and youngs 
and I love 'em, root and branch. Be- 
sides Mabel the daughter, there's Owen 
the son, and as good a son he is— no 
better ! He got an edication in the be* 
ginning, till the troubles come across his 
family, and the boy, the child, for it's 
bare fifteen he is this minute, give np all 
his hopes and prospects, the cratur ! to 
come home and slave for his mother. 

Mr. H: Ah, that's weel ! that's weel ! 
I luve the lad that makes a gude son. — 
And is the father deed ? 

Biddy. Aye, dead and deceased he is, 
long since, and was buried just upon that 
time that ould Sir Cormac, father of the 
young heiress that is. now at the castle 

03 
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ftbove^^^the farmer landlord tliat wts over 
us, died, see ! — Then there ^w new %im^ 
and new takes^ and thQ widow was turned 
out of the inni and tbe$e Gallaghers got 
it, and all wint wrong and tp rack ; for 
Mrs. Gallagher, that wa^, drank herself 
into her grave unknown's't, for it was by 
herself in private $he took it ; and Christy 
Gallagher, the present nian> is doing the 
same, only publicly, and running through 
all, and the house is tumbling over our 
ears,-*^but he hopes to get the new inn, 
and jf he does, why, he'll be lucky-~and 
that's all I know, for the dinner is done 
now, and I'm going in with it-*and won't 
your honor walk up to the room now« 

4ir. jy. {Going fo the ladder,) Up 
here ? 

Biddt/f Oh, it's not up at all your ho- 
nor, sure 1 but down here,^^through this 
ways. 

Mr. H. One word more, my gude 
lassy. As soon as we shall have all dined, 
and you shall have ta'en your ane din- 
ner, I shall beg of you, if you be not then 
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too much tired> to shew me the way to 
that bush of Bannow, whereat this widow 
Larken's cottage is. 

Biddy. Witft Ml the Measure in life, 
if I had not a fut to stand upon. 

(Exit Mr. Hope.— Biddy foUows with 
a dish smoking hot.) 

Biddy. And ] bop^ you'll find it an 
iligant Scotch hash, and there's innions 
plinty» — s.urQ the best I bad I'd give you, 
for I'm confident now he's the true thing, 
-*— ^nd tho' he is Scotch^ he desarves to bd 
Irish, ^Ywy inch of bifli,--^! seen that 
with half an eye. 

[Exit Biddy Doyle.) 


END OP ACT I. 
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ACT II. 


SCENE L 

An Irish Cabin. — 17ie Kitchen. 

Widow Larken — on one side of her, Mabel 
at fieedle-work'^^on the other side, Owen 
her son enters, bringing in a spinning'- 
f(AM, which he places btfore his mother. 

Owen. 1 HERE, mother, is your wheel 
mended for you. 

Mlabel. Oh, as good as new, Owen 
has made it for you. 

Widou). Well, whaterer troubles come 
upon me in this world, have not I a 
right to be thankful, that has such good 
childer left me ? — Still it grieves me, and 
goes to the quick of my heart, Mabel, 
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ilear, ^at yoar brother here should be 
daving for mej a boy that is qualified for 
better. 

Owen. Aud what better can I be^ 
than working for my mother-^man or 
boy? 

Mabel. And if he thinks it no slavery^ 
what slarery is it, mother ? 

OiGen. Mother, to-day is the day to ^ 
propose for the new inn-«I saw several 
with the school-master, who was as busy 
as a bee, penning proposals for them^' 
according as they dictated, and framing^ 
letters and petitions for Sir William 
Hamden and Miss O'Hara. Will you 
go up to the castle and speak, mother ? i 

Widow. No, no — I can't speak, Ow«n. 

Owen. Here's the pen and ink-horn, 
and I'll sit me down, if you'd sooner 
write than speak. 

Widow. See, Owen, to settle your 
mind, I would not wish to get that inn. 

Owen. Not wish to get it I — ^The new 
inn, mother— but if you had gone over 
it, as I have. Tis the, very thing for 
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jroUi^*^NMt asid cottipafctaa a n^itslpidl, 
not one oi them grand itms, too ^eal^ for 
the place, that never answers no more 
tlmh the hat that's too big £ot the bead, 
and thai; always blows off. 

Widow. No, dear, not the thing for 
zne^ now a widowi and your sister Mabel, 
tho' tis not for; me to say-^such a likely 
fide girt-*rl'd not he happy to ha^ her 
ib a puUio house-^-^so many of all sorts 
that would be in it, and drinking, may 
be^ at fairs and funerals, and no maa of 
tjbe honse^ iH>r knanteri nor father for ber. 
; Oweiu S^ve, mother, I'm next to a 
Either for her*— Amn't I a brother, and 
no: brotfattr ever loved a sister better, or 
was more jealous of respect for her ; and 
if you'd be pleasing^ I could be man and 
nmstoE enough. 

Widow. {Laughing.) You,- ye dear 
slip of a boy t 

. Owen. {Proudfyy ami raising his head 
high.) Slip of a boy as I am then, and 
Httia as you think of m e 

Widow, Ob, I think a great deal of 
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]i0it 1 mAj I oia't thi^k you bigsilqr xrfiit 
Owen, can I? ... 

Otben* No*^ix>r 6ny uMll to. be' big 
or old, to keep peof^e of all ioet$ im ret 
ipect, mother. 

Widm. Then he looked like hii &« 
ther,-^id not he, Mabel ? 

Mabel. He did — God bless him ! 

Orveh. Now hear me, mother, for I'm 
going to speak sense.H^You need not 
listen, Mabel. 

MabeL Bot it's what I like to listen 
to aenae, especially yours, Owen« 

Owen. Then I ^can't h^p it.<-^Yoti 
must bear, even if you blush for it. 

Mabel. Why w<mld I blnsh ? 

Ouien. Because you won't be able to 
help it, when I say Mr. Gilbert.-^^e ! 

Mabel. Ob, dear Owen ! that's not 
fair. {She falls back a little.) 

Owen. Well, mother, it's, with you 
I'm reasoning. If he was your, son-in- 
law 

Widow. Hush I that he'll never be. 


N 


904 THE ftOSE, &c. 

Now» Oweoy 111 grow angrj if you 
nonsense m the girl's head. 

Owen. Bat if it^s in the man's head^ 
it's not a bit nonsense. 

Mabel. Owen, jou might well say I 
shouldn't listen to yon. {Exit MabeJ.) 

Widow. There now, you've drive your 
sister off. 

Owen. Well, Gilbert will bring her 
•n again, may be* 

Widow. May be — ^but that may be of 
yours might lead us all wrong. 

{She lays her hand on Owen'^ arm, and 
speaks in a serious tone.) 

Widow. Now, dear, don't be sajring 
<me word more to her, lest it should end 
in a disappointment. 

Owen. Still it is my notion^ 'tis Mabel 
he loves. 

Widow. Oh 1 what should you know, 
dear, o' the matter ? 

Owen. Only having eyes and ears like 
another. 

Widow. Then what hinders him to 
speak? 
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Owen. Il*8 bashfulness only, mother. 
Don't you know what that is ? 

Widow. I do, sou. — It's a woman 
sure, should know that best sure. — And 
it is not Mabel, nor a daughter of mine, 
nor a sister of yours, Owen, should be 
more forward to understand, than the 
man is to speak, — was the man a 
pnnce. 

Otoen. Mother, you are right ; but Vm 
not wrong neitber.-j->Ah4 since I'm to 
say no more, I'm gone, mother. 

{Exit Owen.) 

Widow. {Jbne.) Now who could blame 
that boy, whatever he does or says ? It's 
bXL heart he is, and wouldn't hurt a fly, 
except from want of thought. But, stay 
now, I'm thinking of them soldiers that 
is in town. {Sighs.) Then I didn't sleep 
rince ever they come ; but whenever I'd 
be sinking to rest, starting, and fancying I 
heard the drum for Owen to go. {A deep 
groaning sigh.) Och ! and then the appUri- 
kion of Owen in regimentals was afore me ! 
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Enter Owen, dancing and singing. 

*' Success to my brains, and success to my tongue ! 
*' Success to myself, that never was wrong !^* 

Widow. What is it? — what ails <lic 
boy ? — Are ye mad, Owen;? 

Ckoen. (Capering^ and snapping his^n* 
gers.) Aye, mad ! mad with joy I am. 
And it's joy I giv? yoji> und joy you'll 
g^ve me, mother darling. The tnew inn^s 
yours, and no other's, and Gilbert is 
your own too, and no other's — but 
Mabel's for Ufe. — ^And is not there joy 
enough for you, mother ? 

Widow. Joy !— Ob» tod mu<* 1 {She 
sinks on a seai.) 

Owen. I've been too sudden lor her I 

Widotv. No dear,^^not a bii^-^only 
just give me time — to feel it. — And is it 
true ? — And am I in no dream now ?^-^ 
Aad Where's Mabel, dear ? 

Owen. Gone to the well, and Gilbert 
"with faer.-^We met her, and he turned 
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•fF with her^ and I come on to tell you^ 
mother dean 

Widow^ Make me clear and certain ; 
for I'm slow and weak, dear. — ^Who told 
you all this good ? — and is it true ? — ^And 
my ehiM Mabel mavournecn I — ^Qfa, tell 
me again it's true. 

Otven. True as life. But your lips is 
pale iAW^ and you all in a tremhle« So 
lean on me, mother, dear^ and cone o«t 
into God's open liir^ till I see y'our 
If^irit come back-— end life's your bon-> 
net, and we'll meet Mabel and Gilbert 
and we'll all go up 4o the .caatle to give 
thanks to the lady. ^ 

Widoat. (Looking tipio heaven.) Thanks ! 
Oh, haven't I gneat reason to.be thank* 
fill, if ever widow had ! - 

(Exeunt^ Widow ieaning en Owen.) 
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SCENE II. 

* An Apartment in Bannow Castle. 
Footmen bringing in Baikets of Flowers. 

Clara and Sir William Hamden. 

Clara. Now^ my dear uocle^ I want 
to consult you. 

Sir IF. And welcomej my child. — 
But if it is about flower^, you could not 
consult a worse person, for I scarcely 

know a rose from a .What is this you 

have here— a thistle ? 

Clara. Yes, Sir — ^and that id the very 
thing I want your opinion about. 

-Sir W. Well, my dear, all I know 
about thistles, I think, is, that asses love 
thistles — will that do ? 

Clara. Oh no, 5ir— pray be serious, 
for I am in the greatest hurry to settle 
how it is all to be. — ^You know it is St. 
Patrick's day. 
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-Sir W. Ye«, and here i« plenty of 
shamrock^ I see. 

Clara. Yes, here is the shamrock^^*- 
the rose, the ever blowing rose — and 
the thistle. — And as we .are to have 
Scotch, English, and Irish at onr little 
fftte champetre this evening, don't yon 
think it would be pretty to have the 
tents hung with the rose, thistle, and 
shamrock joined ? 

Sir W. Very pretty, ray dear; and I 
am glad there are to be tents, otherwise 
a £6te champetre in the month of March, 
would give me the rheumatism, even to 
think of. 

Clara. Oh, my dear Sir, not at alL— 
You will be snug and warm in the green- 
house. 

Sir W. Well, Clara, dispose of me as 
you please, — I am entirely at your ser- 
vice for the rest of my days. 

Clara. Thank you. Sir — ^you are the 
best of uncles, guardians, and friends. 

{Miss O'Hara goes back, and appears fo 
be giving directions to the servants.) 
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SirW. Unok, Mtar^ lAada md*— 
guardian, your father made^ me-— "firiend^ 
y.ou made me yourselfi Clara; [Sir Wil- 
liam comes farmardf and speais.as if m 
rwme.) And .ever m«re my fnefidship for 
her shuU centinu^^ though my guardian- 
ship i» over. I am glad I conquered my 
indolence, and came to Ireland with her; 
for a c^ English head will be wantii^ 
to guide that warm Irish heart. — ^And 
her^e I stand counsel for prudence against 
generosity I 

Clara. {Jdaancmg to him pb^ifidif.) 
A silver penny for your thoughts, uncle. 

Sir W. Shall I never teach you eeo^ 
nomy^— sjuchr estravagauee^ to give a 
penny » aiyd. a silver penny for what yeor^ 
may jiave for nothing. 

CUtra^ Nothing; cikf9 came of nitlgAg 

-r^e^k agaiPi, 

Sir W. I W4e th^itagjof; yon, my*~ ' 
xmrd'H^ Iwget;; :. 

Clar^.. . W^d,. al*ray«>i j»lay. Sir.—. 
W^hatevefN I ma^vWia theeyebOthelaw, 
I ariiMaiot arriited\ «t :year6)of*cB$pi^ion 
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yet^ in my o^ya opmioib nor iii yovm, I 
w^j^cL — So I pray yott^ ttncle,. let me 
stiU have the .ii4?aQtiig^ of your counsel 
a^d giudaace. 

^/t; ijFn Y^a ad( for my advice, Clwa. 
-wriSom let mBi^e^ whether ycMi will tate 
ijt. ^ 

C/ara* I am all attetttiom 

Sir W. You know yon must allow 
me a little ipvosing. You ape an heiress^ 
Clara — a rich heiress— an Irish' heiress^ 
You 4€sire to do good^ don^t you ? 

Cllqra. {With eagerness.) With all my 
bi^apt 1 — witl^ all my soul ! 

Sir W. Th94i is not enough, Glara.^~ 
Yott m^st nob only diesire to do good, 
y^V- in Wt 1c;qo Wi Jmmt to de^ it. 

Clara. Since you, uncle, Jmow thdt 
so, jvrell,; y<our :wilLtaaoh »it to* me. 

Sir^ W^ D?ar, flaAterin^ girt— but y^w 
shall not flatter me out of' the piece of 
adi^€6^ J baw ready for you.:— JPromise 
me two things. 

Glara. And firrt> for your firsh 

i^i^ W. Finish whaiemr you^ hegh^.^ — 
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Good begiDiHiigSy it is 8tid» make good 
endiogs; but great beginnings often make 
little endings^ or, in this country^ no end« 
ingsatalK Finis — coronatopm — and that 
crown is wanting wherever I turn my 
eyes. Of the hundred magnificent 
things your munificent father bega n 

Clara. [Interrupting.) Oh, Sir^ spare 
my father I — I promise you that / will 
finish whatever I begin. What*s your 
next command ? 

Sir W. Promise nie that you will 
never make a promise to a tenant, nor 
any agreement about business, but in 
writing — and empower me to say that 
you will never keep any verbal promise 
about business — then, none such will ever 

Vw liillllliixlili 

Clara., I promise you- Stay ! — ^Tbis 

is a promiM abcnit business, I must give 
it to you in writing. 

Miss O'Hara sits dawn to a writing* 
table^ afid writes. 

SirW. {Looting out (f tke window.) I 
hope I have been early enough in giving 
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this my second piece of advicCt worth a 
hundred sequins— ^or I see the yard is 
crowded with grey*coated stiitdrs^ and 
the table here is already covered with 
letters and petitions. ' 

Miss O'ff. Yes, uncle, but I hare 
not read half of them yet. ^ 

[Presents the written promise to Sir 

William.) 
Sir W. Thank you, my dear ; and you 
will be thankful to me for this, when I 
am dead and gone. 

Clara. And whilst you are alite and 
here, if you please,' uncle. Now, Sir, 
since you are so kind to say that your time 
is -at my disposal, wiil you have the 
goodness to come with me to these grey- 
coated suitors, and let us give answers to 
these poor petitioners, who, '^ as in duty 
bound, will ever pray." {TakesSip a bundle 
of papers.) r 

^ Sir W. {Taking a tetter from his 
pocket.) First, my dear niece, I must 
add to the number. I have a little busi- 

P 
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aeM.«^A pelitiitm to jpref^t from a pn^ 

: Clam. A ptotkgh of youn^l — Thim 
it 19 granted, whatevcir it hcK 
Sir IF. {Smiling.) Rec^lefit your ppQ- 

mm, ci^m 

Clara. Ob, truer-it miafitbojn.i«critii|g» 

{Sku goes kastibf ti^ th^ wriUng-iuhle, 
and takes up a pen.) 

Sir W. Read before you write, my 
4ear^-I insipi upon, it 

Clara. Oh, Sir, when it is a. request 
of yours, how can I grant it soon 
en^u£^^ But it shall b^ done in the 
way you like bestr— filowly-— 4leliberately 
^^[opening the letter) — in minuet time.— - 
And I will look before I leap~4Uid TU 
read before I .write. {S^ f^eads ike sigr 
nature.) Gilbeet.— -^Honest Gilbert, 
how glad I shaH be to do any thing for 
you, independently of your mast^. 

{Reads aut suddet^ lets, the lettfr dr^p, 
and cla^ her hands.) 

Clara. Sir*— Uncle, my dear uncle. 


lio w unforttmate I. am i Why did noiP 
you ssk me an hour ago ?*^WitiH» tbi^r 
b9iir I have promified tbe nevr inn ta 
aoatber person; 

Sir IF. Iiide^ !*^That is unfortimatec> 
My poor Gilbert Will be sadly disap^ 
ppinted. 

Qiora^ Ho^ vexed I miir^Bat I 
never sboul4 bave thoi^bt of Gilbert for 
tbe inn^-*-! fancied be disliked Irektnd' 
so mueb, tbat be would never bave settled 
hi^re. 

Sir W. So tbougbt I till this morning. 
—But love^ my dear-*--love is lofd of all. 
Poor Gilbert ! 

Glara. Poor Gilbert ! — I am sp sorry 
I did not know this 80oner«--^Of all 
people, I should for my own part bavO' 
preferred Gilbert for tbe inn, be would^ 
have kept it so well. 

Sir JV. He would so. {Sighs.) 

Clara. I do so blame myself^ — I bave 
been so precipitate, so foolish, so wrong 
— without consulting you even. 

Sir W. Nay, my dear, 1 have been 

P fil 
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as wrovtg, as foolish, as precipitate as 
yoo, — ^for before I consulted you, I told 
Gilbert that I could almost promise that 
he should have the inn in consequence- 
of my recommendation. — And upon the 
strength of . that almost he - is gone . « 
courting. My dear, we are both a couple 
of fools; but I am an old — ^you are a 
young one. There is a wide difference* 
•—Let that comfort you, 

) Clara. Ob, Sir, nothing comforts me^ 
I am so provoked with myself, — and-yoa 
will be so provoked with me, when' I 
telLyou how silly I have been. 

Sir W. Vray tell me. 

Clara. Would you believe that I have 
literally given it for a song.-^-^A man sent 
me this morning a copy of verses to the 
heiress of Ban now. The verses struck 
my fancy — I suppose because they flat«* 
tered me. — And with theverses-came^a 
petition setting forth claims, and a te* 
nant's right and fair promises, « and a 
proposal for the new inn; and at the 
Itottom of the paper I rashly wrote 
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these words — " The poeCs petition is 
gnantecL** v » : - 
'• Sir W. A promise in writing too ?-*— 
My. dfear Clara^ I cannot flatter you — 
this certainly is not a wise^transaiction. 
So, to reward a poet, yon made him an 
inn- keeper. — Well, I have known wiser 
heads, to reward a poet, make him an 
exciseman. 

Clara. But, Sir, I am not quite so 
silly as they were, for I did not make 
the poet an inn-keeper,— «he is one al- 
ready. 

V SirW. An inn-keeper already !-—-Ai5^ho 
do you mean ? 

Clara. A man with a strange name 
~-or 'a name that will sound strange to 
your English ears — Christy Gallagher. 

Sir W. A rogue and a drunken dog, 
I understand — but he is a poet, add 
knows how to flatter the heiress of Ban^ 
now. 

Clara. {Strikir^ her forehead.) Silly, 
silly Clara ! 
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Sir W. (Cluinging his tone fnm inmf 
to kindness.) Come, my dear Clara, I 
will Bot torment you any more.-~You 
ileserve to have done a gres^ deal of 
mischief by your precipitation; bat I 
belioYe this tinse you have done little «or 
none, at least none that is irremediable ; 
and you ha?e made Gilbert hsL^ppy, I 
hope and believe, tho' without intend- 
ing it. 

Qara. My dear uncle, you set my 
heart at eas^^-^but explain. 

Sir W. Then, my dear, I shrewdly 
suq^ect that the daughter of this Christy 
What'do-yoU'Call^him, is the lady of 
Gilbert's tiboughts. 

Cktra. I see it ail in an instant.—^ 
That's delightfuK We can pension off 
the drunken old father, and Gilbert Imd 
the daughter will keep the inn.-'-Gtlbert 
i^ in the green- house, preparing the co** 
lored lamps — let us go and speak to him 
this minute, and settle it alL 

Sir W. Speak to him of his loves }^^ 
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Oh» my deear^: yoQ'4 kill liim on the spot. 
~-He is so bashful^ he'd bhisb to death. 
Clara. Well, Sir, do yom go ailone^ 
and I will keep far^, far aloof. 

[Exeunt at opposite sides.) 


SCENE 


Parlor (^ the Inn. 

Christy and Miss Gallagher. 

Xikristy. \To Miss Gallagher, slapping 
her an her hack.) Hould up your head, 
chiM^ there's money bid for you. 

Miss G. Lord, father, what a thump 
oa the back to salute one with. Well, 
Sir, and if money is bid for me, no won« 
der.^-I suppose it^s because I have 
money. 

Chrisjhf. ThatV all the rason— you've 
fait it, Florry. It^s money that love al- 
ways looks for now. — So you may be 
proud to larn the news I have for you,. 
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which will fix Mr. Gilbert^ your bachelor^ 
for life, I'll engage — and make him- speak 
out you'll see, afore night-falL We have 
the new inn, dear!— -I've got the pro- 
mise here under her own hand-writing. 

Miss G. Indeed !— Well, I'm sure I 
shall be glad to get out of this hole» 
which is not fit for a rat or a christian to 
live in — and I'll have my music and my 
piano in the back parlor, genteel. 

Christy. Oh, Ferrinafad, are you there? 
— It's your husband must go to that 
expinse, my precious, if he chuses 
tcciingling and tweedlingi instead of the 
puddings and , apple-pies — that you'U 
settle betwix yees; and in the honey- 
,moon^ no doubt, you've cunning enough 
to compass that, and inore. , 

Miss G^ To be sure. Sir, and before 
I come to the honey-moon, I promise 
you ; for I won't become part or parcel 
of any man that ever wore a head, except 
he's music in his soul enough to allow 
me my piano in the back parlor. 

Christj/i Asy ! asy ! Ferrinafad — don't 
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be talking about the piaDO^forte^ till you 
are married. — ^Don'tbe shewing the haltdt: 
.too sooii to the shy horse— it*s with "the 
sieveof oats you'll catch him ; and his head 
once in the sieve^ you have the halter oa 
l^imclane. Pray, after all, tell me, Florry, 
the truths-did Mr. Gilbert ever ax^you? 
Miss G. I:-a, Sir, what a coarse ques- 
tion. — His eyes have said; as much a 
millix)n of times. 

Christy. That's good — ^but not in 
law, dear. — For see you. could. not ^Aiie 
a man in the four courts for a breach of 
promise made only with the eyes, jewel. 
It must be with the tongue 'afore witness^ 
iQind, or under the hand, sale, or mark. 
— ^Look to that. 

Miss G. But, dear Sir, Mr. Gilbert is 
so tongue-tied with that English bash*- 

fulness. 

Christy, Then Irish impudence must 

cut the string of that tongue, Florry.—^ 
JLave that to me, unless you'd rather 
yourself. 

Miss (?. Lord, Sir — what a rout about 
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one man, when,^ if I please^ I might hate 
h do2en lorers* 

Christy. Be the same more or less.-^ 
But one rich bachelor's worth a dozen 
.poor, that is, for the article of a husband* 

Miss G. And I dare say the drum- 
mi^or is rich enough. Sir—for all Scotch- 
men, they say, is fond of money and 
iiconomie; and I'd rather after all be the 
lady of a military man. {Sings,) 

" HI live no more at borne, 
'' But ni follow with the drum, 
'< And 111 be th€ captain's lady, dht'* 

Christy. Florry ! Florry ! mind you 
would not fall between two stools, and 
nobody to pity you. 

Enter Biddy. 

Miss G. Well, what is it ? 

Biddy. The bed. — I was seeing was 
the room empty, that I might make it; 
for it's only turned up it is, when I was 
called off to send in dinner. — So I b«ieve 
I'd best make it now, for^the room will 


he waptmg for the tea-drittkingy and 
what not. > . 

Miss G. Aje^ make the bed do^ sure 
it'sasy, and no more about it s*~you'«e 
talked enoagb about it to make twentj 
beds, one harder nor the other^^f talk 
would do. (Biddy goes to maktthe bed.) 
And I'm sure there's not a g^rl in the 
parish does less in the day» for all the tltlk 
you keep. Now I'll just tell all you 
didn't do, that you ought this day, Biddy. 

{WTiile Miss Gallagher is speaking to 
Biddy » Mr. Gallagher opens a prem 
— pours out, and swallows a dram.) 

Christy. Oh, that would b6 too long 
telling, Florry — atid that'll keepiCOoL-^ 
Lave her now, and you ttiay take ybur 
scold out another timt. — I want to spake 
to you. — What's this I wanted to sayi 
— My memory's confusing itself.-^Ob^ 
this was it, — I didn't till yOu how I got 
this promise of the lUn. — I did it nately^ 
— I got it for a song. 

Miss G. You're joking^ — and 1 be- 
lieve, Sir, you're not over and above. so* 
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ber. — There's a terrible strong smell of 
the whiskey. 

: Christy. No, the whiskey's not' strong 
dear, at^all*atvall ! — You may keep smell- 
ing what way. you plase, but I'm as 
iiober as. a judge, still,T*and, drunk or 
sober, always knows and knewed on 
which side my bread was buttered : — ^ot 
it for a song, I tell you, — a bit of a com<p 
plimentary, adulatory scroll, that the 
young lady fancied-^^nd .she, slap-dash, 
Xiord love her, and keep her always so ! 
ivrites at the bottom, granted the poefs pe^ 
tition. ' > 

, Mis& G. And where on earth, then, 
did you get that song ^ . 
%. Christy. Where but in my brains 
should I get it?-^I could do that much 
any way, I suppose, though it was not 
my luck to be edicated at Ferrinafad. 

[Miss Gallagher loo^s back and sees 
Biddy behind her.-^Miss Gallagher 
gives her a box on the ear.) 

Mifs G. Manners {—-That's to teach 
ye. 
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' Biddy. . Manners !^ — Where : would I 
larn thein--*when I was only waiting the 
right time to ax. you what I'd do, for a 
clane pillow case. 

Miss G. Why turn that you have in« 
side out, and no more about it. 

Christy. And turn yourself out of this^. 
if you plase. — {Me turns Biddy oui^ by the 
shoulders.) Let me hear you singing Bal^ 
iiarum in the kitchen, for security that 
you're not hearing my sacrets. — ^There 
she's singing it now, and we're snug; — 
tell me when she stops, and I'll stop my- 
self. 

MissG. Then there's the gir^ has 
ceased singing, r— There's somebody's 
come in, into the kitchen, may be it's the 
drum-major. — I'll go see. 

(Exit Miss' Gallagher.) 

, Christy, solus. ■■■ < 

There she's off now ! And I must after 
her, else she'll spoil her market, and my 
own. — But look ye, now — ^if I shouldn't 
find her agreeable to marry this Mr. Gil- 
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bert^ the man I've laid out fo^ her, %hy 
here's a good stick that will bf iog her to 
rason in the last resort. For there's no 
other way of rasoning with FerrinafiBid. 

[ExU Christy.) 


SCENE IV. 

The Garden 4^ the Widow Larken's Coth 

tage. 

' Owen and Mabel. 

Owen. How does my mother bear the^ 
disappointment, Mabel, about the inn. 

Mabel. Then to outward appearance, 
she did not take it so much to heart, us^ 
I expected she would. But I'm sure she 
frets inwardly — because she had been m 
such hopes, and in such spirits, and 8a< 
proud to think how well her children 
would all be settled. 

Owen. Oh, how sorry I am I told her 
in that hurry, the good news I heard, and 
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all tQ disappoint her afterwardi » viA 
break her heart with it. 

Mabel. No> she has too good a heart 
to break for the likes. — She'll h<^ up 
again after the first disappoiatment— «> 
cbe'Il straggle od for our sakes^ Owen^ 

Owen. She will> — but Mabel dearest 
what do you think of Gilbert ? 

Mabel. {Turning away.) I strive not 
to think of him at all. 

Owen. But sure I was not wrdng 
there*— he told me as much as that ha 
loved you. 

Mabel. Then he never told me that 
much. 

Owen. No! What, not when he 
]nralked with you to the well i 

Mabel. No. — What made you think 
he did? 

Owen. Why, the words he said about 
you when he met me, was — where's your 
$ister Mabel ? — Gone to the well, Gilbert, 
says I : — and do you think a man that 
has a question to ask her, might make 
bold to step after her, says he. Such a 
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man ^ ytni-^why. not^ says I.— ^^Then he 
stood still and twirled a rose he held ia 
his hand, and he said nothing, and I no 
wore, till he stooped down, and from the 
grass where we stood, pulled a sprrg of 
clover :-—|s not this what t/ou call shanti* 
rock? says he,— It is, says L Then he 
puts the shamrock a^ong with the rose — 
Hqw would that do ? says he. 

Mabel. Did he say that, Owen ? 
' Owen. Yes, or, how Would they look 
together ?— Or, would they do together ? 
;— Or some words that way ^ I can't be 
particular to the word, — you know -he 
speaks different from us, but that surely 
was the sense; and I minded too, he 
blushed up to the roots, and 1 pitied him> 
and answered- 
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Mabel. Oh, what did you answer ? 

Ckuien. I answered and said, I thought 
they'd do< very well, together,— and that 
it was good when the Irish Shamrock and 
the English Rose waa united, 
c Mabel. {Hiding her face with her 
hands.) Oh, Owen,, that was too plain*. 
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Owen. Plain ! — ^not at all, — it was 
not. — It's only your tenderness makes 
you feel it too plain, — for listen to me, 
Mabel. — {Taking her hand from her face.) 
Sure, if it had any meaning particular, 
it'S as strong for Miss Gallagher, as for 
any body else. 

Mabel. That's true : — and may be it 
was that way he took it,-<-^and may be it 
is her he was thinking o f ■ ■ 

Owen. When he asked me for you ?-^— 
But I'll not mislead you, I'll say nothing, 
— for it was a shame he did not spea^ 
out, after all the encouragement he got 
from me. 

Mabel. Then he did get encourage* 
ment from you ? \ 

Owen. That is — {smiling) taking it 
the other way, he might understand it so^ 
if he had any conscience. — Com^ now, 
Mabel, when he .went to the well, what 
did he say to you ? For I am sure he sai4 
gomething. 

M^bel.^ Tl\en he said nothing,— but 
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just put the rose and shamrock into my 
hand. 

Otven. O ! did he ?•— And what did 
' you«ay? 

Mabel. I said nothiag.r— What could 
I say ? 

Owen. I wish I'd been with you, Ma^ 
bel. 

Mabel. I'm glad you were not, Owen. 

Owen. Well, what did he say next ? 

Mabel. I tell you he said nothing, 
but cleared his throat and hemmed, as he 
Hoes often. 

Owen. What, all the way to- the welt" 
and. back, nothing but hem, and clear 
fais, throat ? 

Mabel. Nothing in life« 

Owen. Why,^ then, the man's a fool 
^r a rogue. 

Mabel. Oh, don't say that any way,-<* 
but there's my mother coming in from 
the field.-!--How weak she walks-^-I must 
go in to bear her company spinning. 

Owen. And I'll be in by the time I've 
settled all here. {Exit Mabel.y 
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Owen^ sobis. 

Ohl I know how keenly Mubel feela 
all, tho' she speaks so mild. — ^Then I'm 
cut to the heart by this bebaTiour of Gil-* 
belt's ;«<i--sare he could not be so cruel to 
be jesting with her! — he's an English- 
man, and may be he thinks no harm to 
jilt an Irishwoman. — But 1^11 shew him, 
-*-bat then if he never asked her tbe ques* 
-tion, how can we say any thing ?— «Oh 1 
4he thing is, he's a snug man, and mo* 
ney's at the bottom of itfl, — and since 
Christy's to have the new inn, and Miss 
Gallagher has the money !— 'Well, it^s all 
over, and I don't know what will become 
of me. 

Enter Mr. Andrew Hope. 

Mr. H. My gude lad, may your 
name be Larken ? 

Owen. It is. Sir. — Owen Larken, at 
your service— ^the son of the widow Lar* 
ken. 

Mt* S* Then I have to thank your 
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family for their goodness to my puir bro- 
ther, years ago. — ^And for yourself, your 
friend,. Mr. Christy Gallagher, has been 
telling me you can play the bugle? 

Owen. I can. Sir. 

Mr. H. And we want a bugle, and 
.the pay*s fifteen guineas, and I'd sooner 
give it to you than three others that has 
applijed, if you'll list. 

Owen. Fifteen guineas !-^Oh! if I could 
send .that money home to my mother j-^ 
but I must ask her coosent.-ThSir^^shelives 
. convenient, just in this cabin here, would 
you be pleased to step in with me, and 
I'll ask her consent. : 

Mr. H. That's right, lead on, my 
douce lad, you ken the way. {Exewnt.) 
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SCENE V. 

Kitchen of the Widow LarkerCs Cottage, 

A Door is seen open^ into an inner Boom. 

Mabel, ahne. 
{fitting near the door of the inner room^ 
spinning and singing.^) 

Sleep, mother, sleep ! in slumber blest. 
It joys my heart to see thee rest. 
Ulifelt in sleep, thy load of sorrow, 
•Breathe f^ee and thoCigfatless of to-morrow j 
And long, and light, thy- slumbers last. 
In happy dreams forget the past. 

Sleep, mother, sleep! thy slumber's blest. 
It joys my heart to see thee rest. 

Many's the night she wakM for me. 
To nurse my helpless infancy : ^ 
While cradled on her patient arm. 
She hushed me with the mother's charm. 
Sleep, mother, sleep ! thy slumber's blest> 
it joys my heiiit to ^e thee rest. 

And be it mine to sooth thy age. 
With tender care thy grief assuage. 


This sobg is set to music by Mr. Webbe. 
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This hope is left to poorest poor. 
And richest child can do no more. 
Sleep, mother, sleep ! thy slumber's blest. 
It joys my heart to see thee rest. 

{While Mabel is singing the second stim^ 

za, Owen and Andrew Hope efOer. 

^•^Mt. Hope stops short and Ustens"-^ 

he makes a sign to Owen to stand still, 

> and not to interrupt Mabel— 4i;Ai& 

Owen approaches her on tiptoe.) 
Mr. H. [Says aside.) She taks my 
fancy back to dear Scotland^ to my ane 
hame^ and ray ane mither, and my ane 
Kate. 

Owen. So> Mabel! I thought you 
never sung for strangers ? 

(Mabel turns and sees Mr. Hope.*— «S%^ 

rises and curtsies.) 
Mr. H. {Advancing softly.) I fear to 
disturb the mpther, whose slumbers are 
so blest^ and I'd fain hear that Inllaby 
again. — If the voice stop^ the mother may 
miss it^ and wake. 

Mabel. {Looking in to the room in 
which her mother sleeps, then closing the 
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4Qor gentfy.) No» Sir^-^she'll not miss my 
voice nowy I thank you, she is quite 
sound asleep^ 

Owen. This is Mr. Andrew Hopey 
Mabel~you nught remember oi^e of his 
iiame, a seijeant Hope> 

MabeL Ah 1 I mind I he that wa$ 
"sick with us^ some time back. 

Mr. H. Aye, my brother that's dead, 
and that your gude mither was so tender 
ofjt when sick, charged me to thank you 
all, and so from my soul» I do. 

Mabel 'Twas little my poor mother 
cojild do, nor any of us for him, even then^ 
tho* we could do more then than we could 
tiow, and I'm glad he chanced to be with 
tis in our better days, 

Mr. H^ And Tm sorry you ever fell 
upon worse days, for you deserve the 
best; and will have such again, I trust* 
—-AH I can say is this — that gif your 
brother here gangs with me, he shall find 
a brother's care through life, fra' me. 

Owen. I wouldn't doubt you, — and 
that you know> Mabel, would be a great 
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jKNnt, to have a friend secure in the vegi^ 
tnent, if I thought of going. 

Mabel. jT/"/— Oh! what are yotl think- 
ing of, Owen ? What iB it your talking of 
going ? — (Turning towards the door of her 
tHother^s room suddenfy.) Take care, but 
she'd wake and hear you, and she'd never 
sleep easy again. 

Oxven. And do yoti think so ? 

Mabel. Do I think so ?— Am not I 
sure of it ? and you too, Owen, if you'd 
take time to think and feel. 

Owen. Why, there's no doubt but it's 
hard, when the mother has reared the son, 
for him to quit her ias soon as be can go 
alone. — But it is what I was thinking,-^— 
it is only the militia you know, and I'd 
not be going out of the three kingdoms^ 
ever iat all ; and I could be sending mo- 
ney home to my mother, like Johnny Reel 
did to his. 

Mabel. Money is it ? — ^Thcfn there's 
no money you could send her — ^not the 
full of Lough Erne itself, in golden 
i;uineas, could make her amends for the 
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1ms of yourself} Owed^ aod you know 
that 

Hr. H. And I am not the man that 
would entice you to. list^ or gang with 
ine> in contradiction to your duty at 
home» or your interest abroad.-^So {turm* 
ing ta Mabel)} do not look on me^ as the 
temj^ter to evil^ nor with distrust^ as yoii 
do, kind sister, as you are, and Uke my 
own Kate.»«--But hear me coolly; and 
without prgudice, for it is his gude I 
wish, 

Mabel. I am listening then, and I 
ask your pardon if I looked a doubt. 

Mr. H. The gude mother must wish 
above all things here below, the weal and 
adaancementj and the honor of her bairns ; 
and she would not let the son be tied to 
her apron»strings, for any use or profit to 
herself, but ever wish him to do the best 
in life for his ser. — ^Is not this truth, gude 
fiiends, plain truth ? 

Mabel. It is then,— -I own that. — 
Truth and sense too. 

Owen. Now, see there, Mabel. 


"^ 
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Mr. H. And better for him to do 
something abroad, than digging at home^ 
and in the army he mi^t get 6n,-^and 
here's the i)ngle»boy 's pay. » - 

' Mabel. Is it a bUgle-boy you «*e 
thinking of making him. " ' 

Mr. H. That's the only thing I could 
make him. — I wish I could offer better. 
* Mabel. Then» I thank you. Sir, and 
I wouldn't doubt ye — and it would be 
very well for a common boy that could 
only dig :-^but my brother's no common 
boy. Sir. 

Oxven. Oh, Mabel 1 

Mabel. Hush, Owen! for it's the 
truth I'm telling, and if to your face, I 
can't help it. You may hide the face> 
but I won't hide th^ truth. 

Mr. H. Then speak on, my warm- 
hearted lassy, speak on. 

Mabel. Then, Sir, he got an edication 
while ever my poor father lived, and no 
better scholar, they said, for the teaching 
he got : — but all was given over when the 
father died, and the troubles came, and 
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Owen, as he ought, give himself up- in- 
tirely for my mother, tp help her, a wi- 
dow. But It's not digging and slaving 
he is to be always: — it's with the head, 
as my father used to say, he'll make more 
than the hands; and we hope to get a 
clerk's place for him sometime, or there 
will be a schoolmaster wanting in this 
town, and that will be what he would be 

fit for, and not but it's not civil, be- 

fore you, a soldier. Sir, to say the rest. , 

. Mr H. Fear not, you will i)ot give 
offence. , 

, Mabel. And not to be spending his 
breath, blowing through a horn all. his 
days, for the sake of wearing a fine red 
coat. — I beg your pardon again. Sir, if I 
say too much,-~but it's to save my bro- 
ther, and my mother. 

Mr. H. I like you the better for all 
you've said for both. 

Owen. And I'm off entirely .—I'll not 
list, I thank you. Sir. 

(Mabel clasps her hands joyfully y then em^ 
braces her brotherA 

Q2 
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Mr. H. And I'll not ask you to list, — 
and I would not have asked it at all ;-^ 
but that a friend of yours told me it would 
be the greatest service I could do you, 
and that it was the thing of all others you 
wished. 

Owen. That friend was Christy Gal- 
lagher,«~but he was mistaken — that's all. 

Mabel. I hope that's all. — But I've 
no dependance on him for a friend, nor 
has* my mother. 

Owen. Why, he was saying to me, 
and I could not say against it, that he 
had a right to propose for the Inn, if he 
could, tho' Gilbert and we wanted to get 
it. 

Mabel. Then I wonder why Christy 
should be preferred rather than my mo- 
ther. 

Owen. Then that's a wonder,— and I 
can't understand how that was. 

Mr. H I have one more thing to say, 
or to do, which I should like better if 
youMl give me leave. If there's a diffi- 
culty aboot the rent of this new inn that 
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you are talking of, I have a little spare 
money, and you're welcome to itj— I 
consider it as a debt of my brotber'si 
which I am bound to pay — so no obliga* 
tion in life, — ^tell me how much will do. 
( Takes out his purse.) 

Owen and Mabel You are very kind, 
you are very good. 

Mr. H. No, I am not, — I am only 
just. — Say only how much will do. 

Oiven. Alas! money won't do liow. 
Sir. — It's all settled, and Christy says he 
has a promise of it in writing from the 
lady. 

Mr. H. May be this Christy might 
sell his interest, and we will see, — ^I will 
not say till I find I can do. — Fare ye 
weel till we meet, as I hope we shall, at 
the dance that's to be at the castle. — 
The band is to be there, and I with them, 
and I shall hope for this 1 assy's hand, in 
the dance. 

Mabel. [Aside) And Gilbert that 
never asked me! — [aloud.) I thank you 
kindly, Sir, I shan't go to the dance at 
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all-at-all, I beiieve^-^my mother had bet- 
ter take her rest, and I must stay with her 
—a good night to you kindly. (Exit Ma- 
bel into her mother^s room.) 

Mr. H. This sister of yours would 
leave me no heart to carry back to Scot- 
land, I fear, but that I'm a married man 
already, and have my own luve, — a 
Kate of my own, that's as fair as she, 
and as gude, and that's saying much. 
/ Owen. {Aside.) Much more than Flo- 
rinda Gallagher will like to hear. 

Mr. H. I shall thank you if you will 
teach me, for my Kate, the words of 
that song your sister wras singing when 
we came in. 

Owen, r believe it's to flatter me, you 
say this, for that song is my writing. 

Mr. H. Yours? 

Owen. Mine, such as it fs. 

Mr. H. Sic a 'an as you are then, 
I'm glad you are not to be a bugle-boy. — 
Your sister is right. 

Owen. I'll teach you the words as we 
go along. 
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Mr. H. Do so ; — but mind now this 
song-writitig do not lead you to idleness. 
We must see to turn your edication to 
good aGcounU-^{Aside.) Oh I will never 
rest till I pay my brother's debt, some 
way or otber^ to this gude family. 


END OF ACT SECOND. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. 

Christy^ alone. 

So this Scotchman conld not list Owen. 
— Couldn't nor wouldn't, that's what he 
says. — And the Scotchman looked very 

« 

hard at me as he spoke; — ^moreover 
I seen Mr. Gilbert and him with their 
two heads close together, and that's a 
wonder, for I know Gilbert's not nat'rally 
fond of any sort of Scotchman. — There's 
something brewing, — I must have my 
wits about me, and see and keep sober 
this night, if I can, any way. — From the 
first I suspicted Mr. Gilbert had his heart 
on Mabel. — (Biddy Doyle puts Iter head 
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in.) Biddy Doyle 1 What the mischief 
does that bead of yours do there ? 

Biddy^ Nothing in life, Sir.*«Oaly 
just to see who was in it, along with your- 
self, because I thought I hard talking 
enough for two. 

Christy. You, girl, have curiosity 
enough for two, and two dozen, and too 
much ! — So plase take your head and 
yourself out of that, and don't be over- 
baring my private thoughts, for that was 
all the talking ye hard, and my thoughts, 
can't abide listeners. 

Biddy. I'm no listener. — I ax your 
pardon. Sir. — I scorn to listen to your 
thoughts, or your words even. 

[Exit Biddy.) 

Christy. That girl has set me topsy- 
turvy.— -Where was I ? — ^Oh ! this was it. 
-Suppose even, I say, suppose this. Gil- 
bert's fancy should stick to Mabel, I 
might manage him, nevertheless. — ^I've a 
great advantage and prerogative over this 
« Englishman, in his having never been 
dipped in the Shannon. — He is so under 

cl3 
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COW, with basbftilness now, that 1 don't 
doubt, but what in one of his ^confusions, 
I could asy bring ^im to say Yes, in the 
wrong place. — ^And sooner than come to 
a perplexing refusal of a young lady^ be 
might, ril engage be brought about to 
marry the girl he didn't like, in lieu of 
the girl he did. — We shall see,* but 
hark ! I hear Ferrinafad^s voice, singing, 
and I must join, and see bow the thing's 
going on, or going oS. {Exit.) 


SCENE IL 

Miss Gallagher and Gilbert at a Tea- 

Table. 

Glib. \Aside) Now would I give five 
golden guineas this minute, that her fa- 
ther or a^y mortal man, woman, or child 
in the varsal world, would come in and 
say something^^ for 'tis so awk'ard for I 
to be sitting bere, and I nothing tosay k> 
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:. MissG. {Aside.) When will the «i|tn 
pay me the compliment to speak, I won- 
der, — would'n't any body think he'd no 
tongue in that mouth of hia, scK'ewed up ! 
and blushing from ear te ear. 

Enter Christy. 

Christy.. Hoo! hoo! hoo!— How's 
this, — both of yees mute as fishes the 
moment I come in ? — Why, I heard you 
just now when my back was turned, sing^ 
ing like turtle-dovqs,— didn't I,.Florryv? 

Miss G. Indeed, .Sir, as to turtle^^, 
^oves, I'm not sinsible. — But Mr. Gil** 
bert requisted of me to be favoring him 
with a song, which I was complying 
with, tho' I'm not used to4>e singing with- 
out my piano. 

,Chrisly. {Aside.} Sorrow take your 
piano, you're not come there yet. 
. Miss G. . I wonder the drum-major 
isn't come yet. — Does he expect tea can 
be keeping hot for him to the end of 
time..^ — He'U have nothing but slop«dash, 
itho' he 's a very genteel man. — I'm pap- 
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ttal to the military school, I own, anfl a 
Highlander too is always my white-head- 
ed boy. 

Giib. (Astonished.) Her white-headed 
boy ? — Now if I was to be hanged for it, 
I don't know what that means. 

Miss G. Now where can you have 
Hyed, Mr» Gilbert, not to know that ? 

Christy. (Aside.) By. the mass^ he's 
snch a roatter-o'-fact-man, I can't get 
round him with all my wit. 

Miss G. Here's the drum-major.--*. 
Scarlet's asy seen at a distanoe^-^that's 
one comfort. 

Enter Mr. Hope. 

Mr. H. I'm late. Miss Florinda, I fear, 
for the tea-table — but I had a wee-wee 
bit of business to do for a young friend^ 
that kept me. 

Miss G. No matter, major. — My ta- 
pot defies you.-— Take a cup a tea. Are 
you fond of music, major ? 

Mr. H. Very fond of music. Ma'am 
—do you sing or play 
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Miss G. I do play — I plead guilty to 
that, I own. But in this hole that we 
ire in, there's no room fitting for my 
piano.— -However, in the new inn which 
we have got now, I'll fix my piano 
elegant in the back parlor. 

Mr. H. In the mean time, Miss 
Florinda, will you favor us with a song ? 

Christy. And Til be making the punch, 
for I'm no songstress. — Biddy ! Biddy 
Doyle ! — hot water in a jerry. 

Miss G. Indeed I'm not used to sing 
without my piano — but to oblige the 
major — I sing by note. 

Miss Gallagher sings. 

SolUy breathing through the heart. 
When lovers meet no more to part ; 

That purity of soul be mine. 
Which speaks in music's sound divine. 

'Midst trees and streams of constant love. 
That's whisper'd by the turtle-dove ; 

Bweet cooing cushat all my pray'r. 
Is tovQ in elegance to share. 


350 THE ROSE, &C. 

^ Mr. H. That's what I call fine, nawl 
Very fine that. (Gilbert no<2^.) j 

V MissG. {Aside.) Look at that EpgHsh* 
maa now^ that basn't^a word of compli- 
tnent to throw to a dog, but only a. nod, 
{Ahud) 'Tis the military that has always 
the -souls for music,*' and for the ladies-r- 
and I think, gentlemen^ I may step 
for'ard^ and say I'm entitled to call upon 
you now. — Mr. Gilbert, if you've e?er 
a love-song in your composition. ' 
' Glib. Love- song I can't say. Ma'am, 
— ^but such as I have. I'm no grei^t 
hand at composition. — But I have one 
song, they call it. My choice of a wife. 
Miss G. Pray let^s have it. Sir. 
Christy. Now for It, by Jabus^ 
Mr. IL Give it us^ Mr, Gilbert. 

Enter Biddy zvith hot water , and exit. 

Gilbert sings. 

Tbere'« node but a fool will wed on a sudden. 
Or take a fine miss that cWt make a pudding.; 
If he get such a wife^ what would a man g^in> ? 
JBut a few ballad tunes on a wretched piano. 
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Some ladies than peacocks are twenty times prouder. 
Some ladies than thunder are twenty times louder ; 
But ril have a wife that's obliging and civil> 
For me^ your fine ladies may goto the devil. 

Miss G. {Tossing back h^r head.) Sir, 
I comprehend your song, CQ^rse as it is, 
and its moral to boot, and . I huiahly 
4bank ye. Sir. i^She airtsies low.). And if 
I live a hundred year, and ninety-nine 
to the back of that^ Sir, I will remember 
it to yon. Sir. 

-Christy. {Leaving the punch which he 
fuid been making, comes forward with a 
lemon in his hand.) Wheugli ! wheugh I 
wheugh ! Ferrinafad ! 

Gilb. {Aside.) Ferrinafad ! — the o^an^s 
m^dJ 

Miss G. Father, go your ways baok 
to your punch. Here stands the only 
/raal gentleman in company, (pointing to 
the drum major jl if I'm io make the elec- 
tion. . ^ 

Christy. Major, you can't but drin^ 
her health for that compliment. \{H€ 
presents a glass of punch to Mr. Hope.,) 
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Mr. H. Miss Gattagher's he&ltb^ frnd 
a gude husband to her, and soon. 

Miss 0. And soon i — no hurry for 
them that has choice. 

Christy. That has money, you mean, 
jewel. — ^Mr. Gilbert, you did not give us 
your toasit. 

Gilb. Your good health, Ma^am— 
your good health. Sir — Mr. Hope, your 
good health, and your fire-side in Scot- 
land, and in pa'tic'lar your good wife. 

Miss G. (Starting.) Your wife. Sir? 
— ^Why, Sir, is't possible you*fe a married 
man, after all i 

Mr. H. Very possible. Ma'am.— 
Thank heaven, and my gude Kate. 

Miss G. His gude Kate ! — Well, I 
hate the Scotch accent of all languages 
under the sun. 

Christy. In a married man, I suppose 
you mancj Florry. 

Miss G. This is the way with officers 
continually !— -passing themselves for ba- 
chelors. 

Christy. Then, Florry, we'd best re- 
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eommend it to the drum-ms^or the next 
town he'd go into, to put up an adver- 
tisement in capitals on his cap, warning 
all women whom it may concern, that 
he is a married man. 

Miss G. *Tis no concern of mine, I'll 
assure you. Sir, at any rate, for I should 
scorn to think of a Scotchman any way. 
"-"And what's a drum^-major, after all ? 

[Exit in a passion.) 

Christy. Bo boo ! bo boo ! bo boo !— * 
There's a tantarara now, but never mind 
her, she takes them tantarums by turns. 
Now depend upon it, Mr. Gilbert, it's 
love that's at the bottom of it all, clane 
and clear. 

Gilb. It's very like. Sir — I can't say. 

Christy. Oh, but I can say. — I know 
ber, egg and bird. The thing is, she's 
mad with you, and that has set her all 
thro' other. — But we'll finish our tumbler 
of punch. (Draws forward the table^ and 
sets chairs.) 

Gilb. (Aside.) Egg and bird ! — mad ! 
All through other 1 — Confound me, if I 


S5i THE ROSE, &C, 

understand one word the man is saying ; 
but I will make him understand me, if 
he can understai;id plain English ^ 

Mr. H. {Aside] V\\ stand by and 
see fair play. — I have my own thought 

GiU). Now, Mr. , to be plain with 

you at once*— here's fifty g4iineas in gold» 
and if you will take thenqi, and give me 
up, the promise you have got of th^ new 
inn, you shall be welcome.— That's all I 
have to say, if I was to talk till Cbristqias 
— and fewest words is best in matters of 
business^ 

Christy. Fifty guineas in gold!r<- 
Don't part with a guinea of them, man* 
— Put 'em up again. You shall have the 
new inn without a word more, and into 
the bargain^ my good will and my 
daughter — and you're a jjantleman, and 
can't say no to that, any way. 

Gilb. Yes^ but I can tho' — since you 
drive me to the wall, I must say no, and 
I do say no. And, dang it, I would have 
been hanged almost as soon as say so 
much to a father. — 1 beg your pardon. 
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Sir» but my heart is given to another.— 
Good evening to you. 

• Christy. (Holding him as he attempts to 
go.) Take it coolly, and listen to me, 
and tell me — was you ever married be- 
fore, Mr. Gilbert? 

Gilb. Never. 

Christy. Then I was — ^and I can tell 
you that I found to my cost, love was all 
ID all with me before 1 was married, and 
after I had been married a twel'month^ 
money was all in all with me; for I had 
^hje wife, and I had not the money, and 
without the itioney, the wife must have 
starved. 

£rilb. But I can work, Sir, and will, 
head, hands, and heart for the woman I 
love. 

Christy. Asy said — hard doue.. Ma- 
bel Larken is a very pretty girL — But 
wait till I tell you what Kit Monaghan 
said to me yesterday. Tm going to be 
married. Sir, says he to me. — Aye, so you 
mintioned to me a fortnight ago. Kit, 
says I — to Rose Dermod^ isn't it? says I. 
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Not at all. Sir, says he — ^it is to Peggy 
M'Grath, this time. — And what quarrel 
had you to Rose Dermod ? says I— -None 
in life. Sir, says he ; but Peggy M'Grath 
had two cows, and Rose Dermod had 
but the one, and in my mind there is not 
the differ of a cow betwix' one woman 
and another. Do you understand me 
now, Mr. Gilbert? 

GUb. Sir, we shall never understand 
one another— pray let me go, before i 
get into a passion. 

{Breaks from Christy, and exit) 

Christy. Hollo! Hollo! Mr. Gilbert! 
{Mr. Gilbert returns) one word more 
about the new inn — Fve done about 
Florry, and upon my conscience, I believe 
he's right enough. — Only that Fm her 
father, and in duty bound to push her 
as well as I can. 

Gilb. Well Sir, about the inn — Be at 
a word with me — for Fm not in a humour 
to be trifled with. 

Mr. If. {Aside.) Fire beneath snow, 
who*d ha' thought it« 
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Christy. Then» if it was sixty guineas^ 
instead of fifty > Fd take it^ and you should 
have my bargain of the inu; 

Mr. H^ {Aside.) I'll not say my word 
until I see what the bottom of the men 
are. 

Gilb. (Aside.) Why to make up sixty, 
I must sell my watch even ; but I'll do it 
Any thing to please Mabel. — {Aloud.) 
Wdlf sixty guineas, if you won't give it 
for less. 

ChrHsty. Done. (Eager^.) 

Mr. H. Stay ! stay ! Mr. Gilbert, 
— ^Have a care, Mr. Gallagher ! — The 
lady might not be^ well pleased at your 
handing over her written promise, Mr. 
Gallagher. — Wait a wee bit. — Don't 
conclude this bargain till you are before 
the lady at the castle. 

Gilb. So best — ^no doubt. 

Christy. All one to me — so I pocket 
the sixty. 

Mr. H. {Aside to Gilbert.) Come off. 

Gitt>. We shall meet then at the castle 
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to night— *till then, a good day to yoo, 
Mr. Gallagher. 

{Exeunt Gilbert and Mr, Hope.) 

Christy. Good night to yfi . kindly, 
gentlemen-— There's a fool to love for you 
now ! If rd ax'd a hundred, I'd ha' 
got it. — But still there's only one thipg, 
Ferrinafad will go mad when she learns 
I've sold the new inn, and she to live oh 
in this hole, and no place for the piapo. 
— I hope Biddy did not hear a sente;nce 
of it. {Calls.) Biddy! Biddy Boyle f 
Biddy, can't ye ? {Enter Biddy.) 

Biddy. What is it? 

Christy. Did you hear any thing. — 

Oh, I see ye did by your eyes* — Now 

hark'ee, my good girl. Don't mention a 

, sentence to Ferrinafad of my settling the 

, new inn, till the bargain 's complate, and 

money in both pockets — you hear. 

Biddy. I do. Sir. But I did not hear 
afore. 

Christy^ Becaase — see though sl>e's 
my daughter, she's crass — I'll empty roy 
mind to you, Biddy. 
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Biddy i> {Aside.) He has taken enoUgh 

to like to be talking to poor Biddjp; 

•>. Christy. .Afore Florry.was set up oil 

her high horse by that little ]ndepen<^ 

dency her doating grandmother left her^ 

and until she got her head ' turned with 

that Ferrinafad edication> this Florry was 

& good girl enough.-^But now whafr is 

she ? — Giveh over to vanities of all soi^ts^ 

and no comfort in life to me^ or use at all 

— not like a daughter at all/ nor mistress 

of the house neither, nor likely to be 

well-married neither^ or. a credit to me 

that way !-^And saucy to me on account 

of that money of bers in liquidated un^ 

known'st. 

Biddy. True for ye. Sir. 
Christy. Then it all cOmes from the 
little fingers getting to be the master of 
me. — For Fm confident that when sober, 
I was not born to be a rogue nat'rally — 
Was not I honfest Christy once — (ready to 
try).— Oh I'm a great penitent! But 
there's no help for it now. 
Biddy. True for you. Sir. 
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Christy. Vm an unfortunate cratur, 
and all the ndghboura know it.-*^^ 
Biddy dear^ I've nothing for it but to take 
another glass. 

Biddy. Oh no. Sir, not when youil be 
going up to the castle to the lady—* 
you'll be in no condition. 

Christy, Tut giri— **'twill give me heart 
— Let's be merry any way. (Exity sif^ng.) 

" They say it wbb care Idll'd the cat, 
" That starved her* and caus'd her to die ; 
'' Bat 111 be much wiser than that, 
^ For the defil a care will care L'' 


SCENE HI. 

Wid0W Larken^s Cottage. 

Widow Larken^ Mabel^ and Gilbert. 

. Gilb. And could you doubt me^ Mabel^ 
after I told you I loved you ? — 

Mabel Never would nor could have 


doubtedi, hadvyou onoe tdM me a& much^ 
Mr. Gilbert; 

Widom. There was the tWngf, Mr, 
GiibePt>«--*3rott know it was yott that wa£^ 
to speak, if ^you thdught of her. 

Glib. Do not you remember the rose 
and the shamrock ? 

Widow. 0h, she does well enough, 
and^ that's" what her heart was living 
Bpon, till I killed the hope. 

Glib. You !^— killed the hope ! — T 
thought you were my friend. 

Widcm. And so I am, and was,— but 
when you did not speak. 

Gilb. If I had not l6ved her so welt, I 
might have been able, perhaps, to have 
said more. 

fFddozv. Then that's enough. — Mabel 
mavourneen wear the rose 'he give you 
now. — ni let you — and* see it*s fresh 
enough.^Sbe put it in water — oh ! she 
had hope still ! 

Mabel. And was not I right to trust 
him, mother ? 

Gilb. Mabel^ if I don't do my best 

R 
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to make you happy all my dayd^ I de* 

serve to be that's all ! — ^but I'm going 

to teir you about the new inn.<'*^That*8 
what I have been abput ever since, and 
I'm to have it for sixty guineas* 

Enter Owen, rubbing his hands. 

Owen. You see, mother, I was right 
about Gilbert and Mabel. — But Mr. 
Hope and the band is gone up to the 
castle. — ^Come, come ! — time to be off ! 
•—no delay ! — ^Gilbert, Mabel, off with 
you. — (He pushes them qffl) And glad 
enough ye are to go together, — Mother, 
dear, here's your bonnet and the .cloak, 
— here, round ye throw ! — ^That's it, take 
my arm ! — (Widow stumbles as he pulls her 
on.) Oh, I'm putting you past your 
speed, mother. 

Widow. No, no. — ^No fear in life for. 
the mother that has the support of such 
a son. 
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SCENE IV. 

A large apartment in Bannozo- Castle, or- 

. namented with the Rose, Thistle, and 

Shamrock. — The hall opens into a lawn, 

where the country-people are seen dan- 

cing. 

Enter Clara^ Sir William Hamden^ and 

a train qf dancers. 

Clara. Now, Sir, as we have here 
English, Scotch, and Irish dancers, we 
can have the English country*dance, the 
Scotch reel, and the Irish Jig. 

Sir W. Then to begin with the Irish 
jig, which I have never seen. 

Clara. You shall see it in perfection. 

[An Irish jig is danced, a Scotch reel 

follows, and an English country-dance. 

When Clara has danced down the 

country 'dance, she goes with her part-^ 

ner to Sir William Ha^iden.) 

Clara. We are going out to look at 

the dancers on the lawn. 

R S 
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Sir W. Take me with you, for I wish 
to see those merry dancers,— I hear them 
laughing. — I love to hear the country*' 
people laugh. — Their's is always " the 
hearfs laugh *^ {Exeunt Sir William and 
t:iara.) 

(The dancers recommence^ and after 
dancing for a few minutes , they go off 
just as Sir William and Clara return, 
entering from the hall^door.) 

Clara. My dear U9cle, tbank yon for 
going out among these poor people^ and 
for speaking so kindly to them. One 
would think that you had lived in Ire* 
land all your lifp, ypu know so wt^ll how 
to go straight to Irish heads and Irish 
hearts by kindness, and by what they 
love almost as well, hufnour, and good 
humpur.^^Thank you again, and again. 

Sir W. My dear niepe, you need not 
thank me, for if you had pothing to do 
with these people,— if you had never 
been born, I should have loved the Irish 
for their own sakes.-r-How easy it is to 
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please theni.-^How easy to make them 
bappy, and how grateful they are, even 
for a few words of kindness. 

Clara. Yes. — ^This I may say with- 
out partiality^ — whatever other faults 
my countrymen ha^e^ they certainly are 
a grateful people ! — My father, who 
knew them well, taught me, irom mj 
childhood, to trust to Irish gratitude. 

Sir W* {Changing hts tone.) But on 
the other hand, it is my duty to watch 
^ver y^otip Irish generosity, Clara; — Have 
you made any more promises, child, since 
morning ? 

Clara. Oh. no. Sir! and I have 
heartily repented of that which I made 
this morning. — For I find that this man 
to whom I have promised the new inn, 
is a sad drunken good-for-nothing per* 
son; and as for his daughter, whom I 

have never yet seen 

Sir W. [Looking towards the entrance 
from the lawn.) 

" But who is this ? What thing of sea or land } 
" Female of sex it seems— 
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" That 80 bedecked, ornate, and gay, 
" Comes this way sailing. 

Enter Miss (xallagher. 
Miss G. Sir, I beg pardon. — But I 
was told Miss O'Hara would wish to 
speak with Christy Gallagher, and I'm 
his daughter, — he not being very well to 
night. — He will be up with Miss in the 
morning, — but is confined to his bed with 
a pain about his heart, he took, just when 
I was coming away. 
(Christy'^ wic^ heard, siTiging to the tune 
qf ** St. Patrick's day in the morning.") 

" Full humpers of whiskey 

'' Will make us all frisky, 

" On Patrick's day in the morning.** 

MissG. {Aside.) Oh! King of glory, 
if be is not come up afterall. 

Clara. " Wha.t noise is that, unlike 
the former sound ?" 

Sir W. Only some man, singing in 
honor of St. Patrick, I suppose. 

Enter Christy Gallagher, — Biddy trying 

to hold him back. 
Christy. Tut ! let me in, I know the 
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lady is here, and I must thank her as be- 
coming 

(Clara puts her hands before her facCy 
and retires as he advances.) 

Miss G. Oh ! father, keep out. — 
YouVe not in a condition. 

Sir W. John ! Thomas ! — carry this 
man off. 

Christy. Ah, noi^', just let me remark 
to ^ his honour. — Did he ever hear this 
song in England?— ^{^Te^^n/ggfe^, and sings 
while they are carrying him qffl) 

'^ (yRourke's noble feast shall ne'er be forgot, 
*^ By those who were mere, and by those who were 
not/* 

But it was not O'Rourke's noble feast 
at all, it was O'Hara's noble feast, to 
the best of my knowledge — IMI take my 
affidavit, — and . am not I here, on the 
spot, ready and proud to fight any one that 
denies the contrary. — Let me alone, Flor- 
ry, for Tm no babby to be taken out of the 
room. — Ready and proud, I say I am, to 
fight any tin men in the county, or the 
kingdom itself, or the three kingdoms en- 
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t^rely, that would go for<~to dare for td 
offer — ^to articulate the contrary.sp-So it's 
MissQ'Haraforever^lHUSza! a! a! a! a! 

Sir W. Carry him off this iostant.—* 
Segone I 

{The servants carry off Christy Gal- 
lagher, while he sings to the tune of 
** One bottle more.'*) 

«' Oh, gire me but whiskey, coDtinted Fll sing, 
** Hibernia for ever, and GocI save iSae King !" 

(Miss Gallagher directs, and expedites 
her father's retreat.) 

Clara. Shame ! shame 1 — Is this the 
ictkattt X nave cnosen f 

Miss G. Indeed^ and indeed^ then, 
Miss O'Hara, I often preach to him, but 
there's no use in life, preaching to him, — 
as good preaching to the winds! — ^for, 
drunk or sober, he has an atiswer ready at 
all points. — It is not wit he wants. Sir, 

Sir W. And he is happy in having a 
daughter, who knows how to make tlie 
best of his faults, I see. — What an excel- 
lent landlord he will be for this new inn ! 

Miss C Oh, certainly. Sir,— only it's 
being St. Patrick's night, he would be 
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more inexcusable i and as to the new inn^ 
please heaven^ be «hall get no pace on 
earth till he takes an oath afore the priest 
against spirt ts^ good or bad, lor a twil* 
month to come, befi^re ever I trust a foot 
of his in the new inn. 

Clara. But, Ma'am, from your own 
appearance, I should appr^end that you 
would not be suited to the business your- 
self.— I should suppose you would think 
it beneath you to keep an ian. 

Miss G. Why, Ma'ams— why. Sir, you 
Icnow when it is called an hotel, it's ano- 
ther thing> — and I'm sure I've a great re- 
;gard for the family, and there's nothing I 
wouldn't do to oblige Miss O'Hara. 

Clara, Miss Gallagher, let me beg 
that if you wish to oblige me 

Enter Gilbert. 

SirW. Well, Gilbert? 

' rGilb. Only, Sir, if you and Miss 

O'Hara were at leisure. Sir, — one Mr. 

Andrew Hope, the master of the band, 

would wish to be allowed to come in to 

R 3 
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Sing a sort of a welcome home, they have 
set to music. Sir, for Miss O'Hara. 

Clara. I do believe this is the very 
song which that ^drunken man gave me 
this morning, and for which I gave him 
the promise of the inn.-^I shall he 
ashamed to hear the song. 

Sir W. Let me hear it at all events. — 
Desire Mr. Andrew Hope, and his merry- 
men-all, to walk in. (Exit Gilbert.) 

Enter Mr. Hope and band.-^ome of the 
courUry-people peep in, as if wishing to 
enter. 

Sir W. Come in, my good friends. 

Enter among others, the Widow Larken 
and Mabel, and Owen. — Biddy ^//iwie?^ 
timidly. — Miss Gallagher takes a con- 
spicuous place. — Sir William aiid Clara 
continue speaking. 

Sir W. Did Gilbert introduce his 
bride elect to you, Clara ? 

Clara. Yes. — Mabel Larken, that girl 
with the sweet modest countenance, — 
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and her mother^ that respectable looking 
woman : and her brother^ I see is heie, 
that boy with the quicky intelligent eyes. 
I know all the family, — ^know them all 
to be good, — and these were the peof^e 
I might have served. — Oh, fool ! fool ! 

Sir W. Well f weH ! well !— 'Tis over 
now, my dear Clara, you will be wiser 
another time. — Come, Mr. Hope, give us 
a little flattery, to put us in good humour 
with ourselves. 

{ The band prelude ; but just as they be- 
gin, Sir William j^e^ Christy, who is 
coming in softly, holding back the skirts 

' of his coat. — ^^ftr William in a loud 
voice exclaims.) > 

Sir W. Turn out that man ! — How 
dare you return to interrupt us. Sir? — 
Turn out that man ! 

Christy. {Falling on his knees.) Oh ! 
please your honor^ I beg your pardon 
for one minute; — -only just give me lave 
to insense^ your honor's honor.— I'm not 
the same man at all. 

* InBcnse, — to put sense into a person. 
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Sir W. Stand op, sUod up^ — ^an Eng -» 

lirimian cannot bear to see a man kneel 
to him. — ^Stand up, pray, if yoo can. 

Christy. Tiien I can, plase your ho<^ 
^^^y {rises) since I got a shock. 

Clara. What shock t— What do you 
mean ? 

Christy. Oh, nothing in life. Miss, 
that Deed consarn yoa, — only a fall I got 
from my horse, which the child they set 
to lead me, would put me up upon^ and 
it come down and kilt me ; for it was'n't 
a prop0r horse for an unfortunate man 
like me, that was overtaken, as I was 
tfaen,t*-and it'6 well^ iMit I got a kick of 
the baast. 

Sir W. Do you say ywi were kicked 
fey a horse ? 

Christy^ Not at aTl, plase your honor. 
—I say it was !meU but I got a kick of the 
bMSt.*"— But it's all for the best now — 
for, see I'm now as saber as a jidge, and 
guite^ as any lamb^ and -if I'd get lave 
only just to keep in this here corner, 

* Quiet 
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I would be no let or hindrance to any.— « 
Oh dear, Miss> speak for me; — Pm aa 
ould man. Miss, that your father's honor 
was partial to always, aod called n^ honest 
Christy, which I was once, and till his 
death too. 

Sir W. What a strange mixture is 
this Qian. 

Clara. Pray let him stay^ unde — ^be's 
sober now. 

Sir JK Say not one word mw^ then, 
stand still there in your corner. 

€ihristy. And not a word for my life, 
— not breathe, even — to please you ! be- 
caase I've 9 little business to mintion to 
the lady. — ^Sixty guineas to resave from 
Mr. Gilbert, yonder. Long life to you. 
Miss, — but I'll say no more till this 
Scotchman has done with his iiddle and 
his musics* 

Sir WL I thought. Sir, you wer« not 
to have spoken another syllable. 

^Christy puts his ^finger on his lips^ iand' 
bows to Sir William and to Clara.) 

Sir W. Now^ Mr. Hope. 
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» 

Mr. Hope sings, and the Band Join in 

chorus. 

Though Bannow's heiress, fkir and young. 
Hears polished praise from ev'ry tongue ^ , 

Yet good and kind, she'll not disdain 
The tribute of the lowly swain. 

The heart's warm welcome, Clara, meets thee ; 

Thy native land, dear lady, greets thee. 

That open brow, that courteous grace^i 
Bespeaks thee of thy generous race ; 
Thy Cher's soul is in thy smile. 
Thrice blest his name in Erin's ide. 

The heart's warm welcome, Clara, meets thee^. 

Thy native land, dear lady, greets thee. 

The bright star shining on the night. 
Betokening good, spreads quick delight ; 
But quicker far, more glad surprise. 
Wakes the kind radiance of her eyes. 

The heart's warm welcome, Clara, meets thee j 
Thy native land, dear lady, greets thee.* 

Christy. Then I'm not ashamed, any 
way, of that song of mine. 

Sir W. Of yours ?— Is it possible that 
it is yours ? 

♦ Set to music by Mr. Webbc*. 
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Clara. It is indeed. — ^These are the 
very lines he gave me this morning. 

Christy. And I humbly thank you^ 
Madam or Miss, for having got them set 
to the musics. 

Clara. I had nothing to do with that. 
We must thank Mr. Hope for this agree- 
able surprise. 

Christy. Why then, I tank you, Mr. 

Drum. 

Mr. H. You owe me no thanks, Sir. 
I will take none from you. 

Christy. No — for I didn't remember 
giving you the copy. — I suppose Florry 

did. 

Miss G. Not I, Sir. 

Christy. Or the schoolmaster's foul 
copy may be, for it was he was putting 
the song down for me on paper. — My 
own hand-writing shaking so bad, I 
could hot make a fair copy fit for the 
lady. 

Mr. H. Mr. Gallagher, don't plunge 
farther in falsehood — ^you know the truth 
is^ that song's not yours. 
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Christy. Why iben, by all — • 

Mr. H. Stop» stop^ Mr. Gallagher.*^ 
Stop, I ad?ise you. 

Christy. Why then, I won^t stop at 
any thing-for the song's my own. 

Mr. H. In one sense of the word^ 
may be, it may be called your owti« Sir« 
for you bought it^ I know. 

Christy. I bought it ? — Oh^ who put 
that in your Scotch brains. — Whoever it 
was, was a big liar. 

Biddy. No liar at all;, Sir — I axe yowr 
pardon — 'Twas I. 

Christy. And you overheard my 
thoughts then, talking to myself-r<ye 
traitor ! 

Biddy. No, Sir — again I ax your 
pardon. — ^No listener, Biddy Doyle. But 
I was at the schoolmaster's, to get him 
pen a letter for me to my poor father, 
and there with hiin I heard how Christy 
bought the song, and seen the first copy 
«--^nd the child of the house told me aU 
about it, and how it was lift there by 
Mc« Owen Larken. 
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• Sir W. and Clara. {Joyfulbf.) Owen 
Larken ! — ^y ou ? 

Christy. All lies — asy talk — asy talk— * 
asy to belie a poor man* 

Mr. H. If you tell the truth, you can 
tell us the next verse, for there's another 
which we did not yet sing. 

Christy. Not in roy copy, which is 
the original. 

Sir W. If you have another verse, let 
us hear it — and that will decide the bu" 
jsiness. 

Christy. Oh, the devil another line, 

as you'll see. 

Mr* Hope sings. 

Quick spring the feelings of the heart. 
When touched foy Clara's gen'rous art ; 

Quick a« the grateful shamrock springs. 
In the good fairies' favoi^ed rings. 

Clara. What does Christy say now ? 

Christy. Why, Miss, I say that's well, 
said for the shamrock any way. — And all 
that's in it for me is this — the school- 
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master was a rogue, that did not give me 
that verse in for my money. 

Sir W. Then you acknowledge you 
bought it. 

Christy. What harm, plase your honor. 
And would not I have a right to buy 
what plases nie, — and when bought and 
ped for, isn't it mine in law and right } 
But I am mighty unlucky this night. — 
So, come along, Florry— we are worsted, 
see ! — No use to be standing hiere longer, 
the laughing-stock of all that's in it^ — 
Ferrinafad. 

Miss G. Murder !^«-Father, then here's* 
all you done for me, by your lies and 
your whiskey. I'll go straight from ye, 
and lodge with Mrs. Mulrooney. — Biddy, 
wbat's that you're grinning at ? — ^Please 
to walk home out of that. 

Biddy. Miss Florinda, I am partly 
engaged to dance;-— But Iwon't be laving 
you in your downfal.— So here's your 
cloak, — and lane on me. 

Widow. Why. then, Biddy, we'll never 
forget you in our prosperity* 
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Mabel and Owen. Never, never. — 
You're a good girl, Biddy. 

{Exeunt Miss Gallagher, Biddy, and 
Christy,) 

Clara. I am glad they are gone. 

Sir W. I congratulate you, my dear 
Biece, upon having got rid of tenants 
"who would have disgraced your choice. 

Clara. These {turning to Owen, Mabel, 
and her mother) these will do honor to it. 
My written promise was to grant the 
poeVs petition. — Owen, you are the poet 
— ^what is your petition ? 

Ovom. May I speak ?«r-May I say 
all I wish ? 

Clara and Sir W. Yes, speak — say all 
you wish. 

Owen. I am but a young boy, and 
not able to keep the new inn— but Mr. 
Gilbert, and Mabel, with my mother's 
help, would keep it well, I think ; — and 
it's they I should wish to have it. Ma'am, 
if it were pleasing to you. 

Sir W. And what would become of 
yourself, my good lad ? 
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Oavw. Time enough^ Sir, to thitik of 
myself, when I've seen my mother and 
sister settled* 

Sir W. Then as you won't think of 
yourself, I must think for you. — ^Your 
education I find has been well began, 
and I will take care it shall not be left 
half done. 

Widow. Oh, Fm too happy this mi- 
nute ! — But great joy can say little. 

Mabd. (Aside.) And ^reat love the 
same. 

Mr. H. This day is the h«^>piest I 
n«?e seen since I left the hind of cakes. 

Gilb. Thank you, Mr. Hooe. — And 
when I say thank you — why I feel it. — 
'Twas you who helped tus at the dead 
lift. 

Sir W. You see I was right, Gilbert. 
The Scotch make good friends. (GiU 
bert bows.) And now, Clara, my love, 
what ishall we call the new inn ?— for it 
mnst have a name.*— Since English, 
Scotch^ and Irish have united to obtain 
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it^ let the sign be, the Roee^ Thistle^ and 
Shainrock. 

Clara. And, may they always be hap- 
pily united ! 
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